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Fall Seven Times, Stand up Eight 


by BlueGhostCardinal 


Summary 


He wanted revenge on Bruce. 
But how do you get revenge on someone who never really cared in the first place? 


Jason Todd is sixteen (almost seventeen), and has died once already. According to him, no 
one would give a damn if he kicks the bucket again. 


The Batfam from another dimension have something to say about that. 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


I was excited to post this since I've had this lying around my drive for a few months 
and haven't really gotten anywhere with it until a few days ago. I hope you all like it! 


Edit: THIS MAY BE TRIGGERING FOR SOME PEOPLE, SO IF YOU GET 
TRIGGERED FROM CHILD ABUSE, CHILD NEGLECT, EATING DISORDERS 
(more like Jason not caring if he's eating or not), THIS FIC IS NOT FOR YOU. 


Please don't read this fic because I don't want anyone to cause anyone to have a panic 
attack. I'm so sorry if anyone has had one because I didn't label this properly @ & 


Thank you so much AdAstra09 for telling me this. I appreciate it so much. 
See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Jason observed with dull eyes as Damian and Drake swung the excited little circus brat between 
them. On a whim, he’d decided to visit the zoo, just to remember one of the few places he’d ever 
had fun with his mom before she became addicted. 


And it was fun, even after all these years. He went to nearly every exhibit and saved the elephant 
one for last, since they were all the way at the end. Jason ended up buying a few souvenirs 
including, but not limited to, a tiger key chain and a T-shirt. 


It was one of the best days of his life, right under the original day. 


But, of course, the universe loathes Jason Todd. 


At the elephant exhibit, he spotted his former ‘brothers’ (could he even call them that? They hated 
his guts when he was “alive’) with the new kid, also the new Shadow, Grayson. All three wore 
smiles, even the emotionless bastard, Damian. Drake looked happy and stress-free for once. 


He should’ ve known that he could never have anything nice. He didn’t deserve anything nice. 


His iota of contentment drained away, as if someone pulled a plug. They passed him without even 
noticing who he was. He even heard part of their conversation. 
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“You'll come to my play, right? Right?!” he heard Grayson yell excitedly. 


They both gave him soft smiles and confirmed that they would. 


And by God, did that hurt. He remembered always trying so hard to make the two acknowledge 
him and even resorted to begging to have them come to his school play, even peeking out the 
curtain on his play day every minute or so to check if they were there. 


They never showed. 


He never asked them for anything again. 


He wondered how Grayson was different from him. Was it because he was from the circus while 
Jason hailed from the dirty streets? Or was it because he made friends wherever he went, while 
Jason only ever managed to make everyone hate him? 


Something slithered from Jason’s guts to his throat. It squeezed him before caressing his jugular 
almost gently. ‘It’s because you’re you. You were never good enough, and you never will be.’ 


‘I know,’ he agreed. ‘I’m not good enough for anyone.’ 


The green purred. 


Jason’s shoulders slumped as he crossed the zoo off his mental ‘Places I actually like’ list. It was 
getting shorter and shorter as time passed. 


Why was it so wrong for him to enjoy life? Why was everyone else entitled to a happy and carefree 
existence while he was condemned to being miserable and having no one? 


Even as Shadow, the only thing he ever received was hatred. Hatred from Damian. Hatred from 
Drake. Hatred from Stephanie. Hatred from the Titans. Hatred from his schoolmates. 


His only good memories were books, his mom, Alfred, Talia’s very, very rare mom moments, and 


the one smile Bruce had ever given him. Even that was just a quirk of lips. 


That was it. 


Those were what he held on to fiercely when he woke up gasping, and screaming from nightmares 
every night. 


He hadn’t seen Alfred in a while. The last time was when he was Shadow. As much as he was 
certain the old man loved him, he was just as certain that no one cared about his death. Bruce 
replaced him easily enough. Damian, Drake, and Stephanie gave exactly zero shits about him. The 
titans couldn’t care less that he had died. He watched their security feeds a few times, and barely 
recognized them when they were around Grayson. When they were with him, they were cold, 
distant, rude, and sometimes downright bullies. With Grayson, they were warmth, sunshine, and 
everything a hero was. 


He didn’t understand. He never did anything to any of the people who hated him. 


The first time he was introduced to Damian, he was so excited that he could barely contain it. 
When he expected at least a greeting, he was met with a cold sneer instead. 


The first time he met Tim, he was given a face of ice and hardened stone. 


The first time he met the Titans, he was ignored, and met with eyes of hate. 


The first time he went to Gotham Academy, he was given dirty looks because he was from the 
Alley. 


The first time he met Stephanie and tried to call her by her nickname, she told him, “Only my 
friends call me Steph.” 


Was it wrong for him to wish that someone would pick him up instead of shoving his face to the 
dirt? 


It probably was. No one cared about Jason Todd. It was his mantra, as well as a fact. The sky was 


blue, the grass was green, and no one gave a crap about Jason Todd. 


Talia might, but she would always choose Damian, her blood son, over him. Jason knew that she 
manipulated him, but couldn’t help but wish for her caring about him. Bruce would pick any of the 
others. Alfred would always choose Bruce. Damian and Drake would never pick him. Stephanie 
made it very clear that she despised him. He didn’t know Cassandra at all. The Titans found him 
despicable. 


Even Catherine chose drugs over him. 


It wasn’t fair. 


It wasn’t fair that he died. It wasn’t fair he came back to life. It wasn’t fair that his mom died. It 
wasn’t fair that his biological mom sold him out to his murderer. It wasn’t fair that he lived in the 
heart of Gotham. It wasn’t fair that everyone hated him. It wasn’t fair that he clawed his way out of 
the grave, showed himself to the bats, and not one single one of them gave a damn. 


Not that whining would help. Nothing was fair for him. 


Nothing would change that. 


Jason’s shoulders slumped, as if they were carrying the weight of the world. He tucked his 
souvenirs away and walked out of the zoo. 


He didn’t know that Damian’s eyes locked onto his figure. 


Jason’s breath was knocked out of his chest as he was slammed against the wall. Ghoul stood in 


front of him, glowering as he gripped a gauntleted hand on Jason’s throat while using the other to 
immobilize him. 


“What were you doing at the zoo?” 


“You saw me?” he asked incredulously. 


“Of course I did. I am the Ghoul. Nothing gets past me, Red Hood. Nothing.” He slammed Jason 
again, clasping his neck so tightly that Jason was sure there’d be bruises later. “Now, what were 
you doing at the zoo? Were you trying to target Shadow?” 


“Can’t a guy just enjoy the zoo?” 


Damian’s hand squeezed tighter. 


“T really was just enjoying the zoo,” he gasped out. 


Damian scoffed loudly. “Try again.” 


“Or what? Yov’ l kill me?” 


“No. Pll just break all the bones in your body,” he growled. 


“Pretty sure I’d die from that.” 


He grabbed Jason’s wrist with his other hand and twisted harshly Jason groaned when he heard a 
snap. Pain flared like a swirling fire from his wrist. Alright, time to put an end to this. 


“T don’t get why you don’t believe me. I even bought souvenirs.” 


Damian moved to grasp his other wrist. 


“It reminded me of my mom, okay?!” he spat, as if the words were a curse. And in a way, they 
were. “One of the only places my mom took me to was the zoo. I didn’t expect to see you and your 
family there.” 


His hand and throat were dropped. Damian’s face hadn’t changed, but he could detect a hint of 
something akin to shame or regret. Jason was probably reading it wrong. 


Damian al Ghul Wayne never regretted anything. 


Least of all anything that hurt him. 


“Red Hood,” he said, as if whatever he was going to say next would physically pain him. “I... 
apolo—” 


“Save it,” Jason cut in sharply, his voice hoarse from being choked. He didn’t need some fake 
apology from Damian-I’m-superior-Wayne. “Just keep yourself and your family far away from 
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me. 


Ghoul’s voice came out slightly hesitant. “They are your family as well.” 


Jason snorted as he rubbed his throat. ““What bullshit. What kind of ‘older brother’ breaks his ‘little 
brother’s’ wrist and tries to strangle him? I don’t have a family.” 


He pulled his grappling hook from his side and ignored the throb in his wrist and throat. He didn’t 
even have to think about his aim before firing and swinging away, leaving Ghoul standing alone on 
the roof. 


He was surprised. He’d honestly expected more broken bones, but it was great that he didn’t 
receive any more. One was enough, thank you very much. He’d have to suspend his outdoor Red 
Hood activities for a day or so, though. He couldn’t go out with a broken wrist. Black Mask was 
planning something, though, so he could spend the days taking a look at that and planning 
accordingly. 


He knew he and Damian weren’t family. 


But why did his heart burn whenever he saw him? 


Why do people have emotions? 


Jason had no damn clue. They were a pain in the butt to deal with, and he would be so much more 
efficient without them. He wouldn’t feel a prick in his heart every time he saw the Grayson kid 
with the people who he used to want to be his older brothers. He wouldn’t feel a bone deep ache 
inside when he saw Bruce see him as a mere criminal. He wouldn’t be sitting upside down on his 
ratty stained old couch lamenting his life. 


But unfortunately for him, people had emotions. 


It sucked. 


Why couldn’t he have been born as a wild animal? All they worried about was food, shelter, and 
survival. 


Funnily enough, that was pretty much all he worried about too. With the exception of being a 
vigilante. But details. 


Jason shouldn’t even be out in the field alone. He knew that. For one, he was a minor. He was 
sixteen (almost seventeen) for god’s sake. Even he knew that he should be in school, worrying 
about grades, friends, and stuff like that. He wasn’t actually sure what people worried about in 
school. He only went for three years before he had to drop out to collect money for rent himself. 
He was home-schooled with Bruce. 


He had no idea why people whined about why they hated it. Studying was the best thing in the 
world. If he could go back to school, he would return in a heartbeat, but if he tried, Drake would 
catch him. So instead, he was legally dead, busy taking down entire gang operations, and keeping 
the crime low in the Alley. 


Something no sixteen year old should be doing. 


Yet, here he was. 


And second, he had no support system. He didn’t have a guy in the chair, nor did he have any 


backup he could call upon when things turned ugly. He would always limp away to lick his own 
wounds, and even on the very, very, very rare occasions that he worked with the bats, like during 
an alien invasion that they actually needed help with rare, they wouldn’t care one way or the other 
when he got injured. 


They were all occupied with Grayson , he thought bitterly. 


Why did Grayson get everything he desperately wanted? And for free, too. What he wouldn’t give 
to have even one percent of what Grayson did. He had love, family, friends, a dad, and absolutely 
no one hated him. Jason knew because he had spent more than a few nights watching from afar. 


Bruce had, at one point, had treated him like a son. Or so Jason believed. He wasn’t sure if he had 
loved him, but Jason loved him. He loved running around the manor, reading books, and just being 
the kid that he never got the chance to be. 


It was all an act for Jason. An act that he wished with all his heart was real. 


But it wasn’t. 


He was a rotten alley rat through and through. Damian, Drake, and Stephanie had made sure that 
he knew and didn’t forget. 


When he was with Talia, he remembered sobbing when she showed him his replacement’s picture, 
and she held him close, murmuring arabic in his ear. She read to him during the cold nights, when 
the hurt ran too deep and the frost chilled his bones. Her warm voice still echoed in his brain 
sometimes, when he shot up thrashing from nightmares. 


But all the time he spent at Nanda Parbat was pointless. 


He wanted revenge on Bruce. 


But how do you get revenge on someone who never really cared in the first place? 


Chapter End Notes 


Poor Jay. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Black Mask’s plans were larger than he had anticipated. 


Jason, at first, had assumed that Black Mask would be doing his usual. Trafficking, taking over, 
killing innocents, same old, same old. What he didn’t expect was to find traces of Kryptonite in 
some of the old warehouses that were used before Jason had blown them up. 


He’d gone searching, not expecting to find anything, but the not-so-innocent glowing shard the size 
of his thumbnail proved otherwise. 


Kryptonite meant Luthor. 


Luthor meant an operation bigger than Jason could stop himself. 


But damn if he wouldn’t try. 


Because Luthor was involved, this would have an effect on both Gotham and Metropolis. 


Batman and Superman. 


The two strongest in the Justice League. The co-leaders. He could follow their lines of thinking. 
Take these two out and send the world spiraling into panic. These two were the largest beacons of 
hope on the planet. Sure, the other members were just as important, but these two were the most 
well known. They were the strongest. 


Even if Jason couldn’t stand Bruce, he couldn’t let him die. 


The world needed Batman. 


He pocketed the Kryptonite as he made his way out of the warehouse. Darkness fell over him like a 
blanket, his helmet thankfully keeping the smog from smothering him. It was extra thick tonight, 
he noted with distaste. 


It was strange, though. Usually Luthor would stick to destroying or capturing Superman. Jason had 
never seen him taking too much of an interest in Batman, so why was he even teaming up with 
Black Mask? 


And Black Mask, he couldn’t piece together what he wanted either. Why would Black Mask care 
about Superman at all? Jason knew that he was actively trying to kill Bruce, and would probably 
kill Superman if given the chance, but Jason couldn’t see him actually plotting and taking the time 
to unalive Superman. 


Maybe they both just decided to work towards a common interest. 


One dead Supes for Luthor and one dead Bats for Sionis. 


It would make sense, but his gut was telling him that wasn’t it. There was something bigger at play 
here, and he wasn’t going to find out by just standing on a rooftop. 


After thinking for a moment, he made up his mind. 


Black Mask was going to have a zombie in his base tonight. 


Okay, so maybe a break-in at three a.m along with a broken wrist wasn’t his best idea. He wanted 


to wait a day, but if this turned out to be something urgent, he couldn’t sit around. Being the idiot 


he was, he didn’t even keep pressure off his wrist before he snuck in. So now, he had a throbbing 
wrist, eyes threatening to droop, and an exhausted everything. 


This had better be worth it. 


He narrowly avoided a henchman as he sharply turned the corner by tucking himself into the 
closet. It was times like these that he was glad that his build wasn’t hulking. He doubted he could 


sneak around as much if it was. 


Roman’s office was deep inside his large base. Men were crawling all over the place, swarming it 
like an army of ants. 


He whipped out his gun and shot a silenced bullet at the man who nearly raised the alarm after his 
eyes met Jason’s helmeted one. 


Dragging the man into a shadowed corner, he continued, but barely made it past the hallway before 
another False-Face was forced to meet a bullet to the skull as well. 


His only regret was that he didn’t know who they were so that he could comfort the people or 
families who these men had hurt and killed. 


Jason had memorized every person with a criminal charge that caught his attention. Minors 
weren’t included, and neither were small time crimes. But anything that involved drugs, murder, 
violence, etcetera, were important for him to know. 


Red Hood was a killer, not a murderer. 


Ah, well. Another thought for another time. For now, it was best to focus on getting to Roman’s 
computer, then getting his ass out. 


He’d set the security cameras to loop before he entered, so Roman wouldn’t be able to tell who 
snuck in. Jason had no delusions that he wouldn’t find out that someone had messed with him. 
Black Mask was deadly and intelligent. He was no stranger to this lifestyle unlike the people that 
Jason had killed before. It was one of the reasons that Jason hadn’t offed him yet. Roman had had 
his grubby hands deep in every supply chain in Gotham for years. It was too risky to upset the 
‘balance’ without having a diamond plan with backups upon backups of corundum in place. 


If he didn’t have those, Gotham would blow up within itself. There would be power grabs, and an 
immeasurable number of gang wars. The bats would help, of course, but Jason knew that in the 
end, he would be the one who stopped all of it. 


The bats wouldn’t kill anyone. 


Jason wasn’t as naive. He knew that death, bloodshed, and violence were necessary in gang wars. 
You couldn’t solve anything without them. None of the bats were truly Gothamite, anyways. As 
rich brats, or originally from outside, they just didn’t understand how Gotham worked. Not like 
how Jason did. Stephanie may be from one of many terrible neighborhoods, but Jason? He was 
straight from Gotham’s heart. He knew everything people did to survive, and experienced many of 
those things as well. 


No one would help Jason, so he had to make sure that innocents didn’t suffer. 


Any other sixteen year old would shatter. 


They would scream and cry, and do all that stuff he’s seen in books. They’d have breakdowns, 
panic attacks, etcetera, etcetera. 


But Jason wasn’t allowed to break. 


He didi't-deserve-to-wasn’t allowed to be a normal teenager. 


He couldn’t afford it. 


Shaking off his melancholic thoughts, he realized that he was right in front of Black Mask’s office. 
Of course, there were multiple locks, but Jason had already disabled the sensors, and now just had 
to pick the one in front of him. He nabbed his tools from his belt and made quick work of the 
manual lock. 


Piece of cake. 


Roman’s computer sat on top of his ebony colored desk. Messy papers were spewn all over it, and 
pens littered the wood. Something tickled Jason’s brain. 


There was something wrong here. 


Remaining on guard, he slid into Sionis’s seat and plugged a flash drive in to break past his 
passcodes. The code began the second it was in, and after twenty seconds, the computer was free 
for him to access. Jason’s fingers drummed against the keyboard as he type one handed to access 
the files hidden in the computer. 


And files he found. 


Multiple were valuable information on drugs and child trafficking rings, which made his blood 
boil. He was relieved that his flash drive was downloading all of this, because there was a frankly 
ridiculous amount of information stored in Roman’s computer. 


The sensation of wrongness intensified. Roman wasn’t nearly this stupid. 


A shadow shifted from behind the shelf. 


Jason slowly pulled out the flash drive after it finished downloading, and slipped a gun from its 
holster. His footsteps were quiet; he didn’t even have to pay attention to make sure they didn’t 
didn’t make a sound. 


He slipped into the shadows like Bruce taught him all those years ago, and before he could register 
what he did, his gun was pointed to the forehead of a man in a domino mask. His black suit 
blended in with the darkness around them, the red outlines less notable than they should’ ve been. 


Crow. 


Otherwise known as Timothy Jackson Drake-Wayne. 


“The hell are you doing here, Crow?” Jason hissed, drawing the gun back, but not hiding it away 
fully. He didn’t trust Crow not to attack him. 


“Well, Red Hood ,” Drake sneered, “I was about to look for the info on Black Mask’s computer. 
What are you doing? Planning out some more murders?” 


Jason ground his teeth together. “No.” 


“Then what?” he scoffed. “You don’t do anything other than sit around plotting ways to kill 
people. You have no outside life. The only thing you are is the Red Hood, murderer of hundreds.” 


Something gnawed at Jason’s heart, but he covered it in a shell of ice. 


“I do other things,” Jason said coldly. That wasn’t very accurate, though. Drake was right, he 
realized. The only thing he actually did was plot ways to kill people. 


“Whatever,” Drake dismissed like he always did to Jason. “I’m here to get the files, so get out of 
my way.” 


“How did you know of them?” 


“Kryptonite traces in a warehouse that you blew up. I’m assuming you found them as well.” 


“Isn’t it strange that we both found them?” Jason felt compelled to ask. He and Drake might hate 
each other, but right now they needed to be Red Hood and Crow. Personal business couldn’t affect 
him right now. 


If it did, he’d be drowning with no room to breathe. 


“Of course it is.” Jason could tell Drake was rolling his eyes under his mask. “Black Mask isn’t 
stupid, something that I can’t say about you.” Jason clenched his fists, but tried to ignore the jab. 
“There’s no way that he would be careless enough to leave kryptonite traces which would expose 
his alliance to Luthor.” 


“This is a trap, then.” 


Drake’s eyes probably met the ceiling. “Yes, dumbass, it’s a trap.” 


“Then why is Batman sending one of his golden boys?” 


“Don’t get the wrong idea, Red Hood. I’m not here to help you. Batman doesn’t trust a criminal 
with this kind of information.” 


Once again, Jason’s heart contracted. He knew that Batman considered him a criminal and didn’t 
trust him as far as a child could throw him, but to hear those words aloud... 


He needed to get out of here before he had to deal with these unsavory emotions and Roman’s 
trap. 


He stiffened as Drake adopted an offensive pose. 


Drake was about to lunge before the door slammed open. 


“Well, well, who do we have here?” Jason’s shoulders tensed as he followed Drake in a defensive 
position. His sources were either wrong or they purposefully betrayed him because Black Mask 
was supposed to be out the entire night. 


Roman sauntered in, charcoal mask on his face and another person in front of him. A gun was 
kissing the back of their head and handcuffs on their wrists. Jason could make out that they were a 
female, maybe a couple years older than him, a blank white mask fitted to the top half of her face, 
and a flowing black dress fluttering in waves like water around her. Her shoulders were drawn in, 
terrified as she could no doubt feel the smooth and cold metal against her hair. 


A hostage. 


Shit. 


“Let her go, Black Mask,” he said, putting his hands up in a surrendering position. “You have me 
and Crow right here.” 


Drake sent him an irate look. 


Roman laughed, loud and unhinged, muffled slightly from behind his coffin-made mask. “Let her 
go? I don’t think so, Red Hood. I have you right where I like you, so I would suggest keeping your 


trap shut. I was only expecting one of Batman’s brats, but to think I got both the Red Hood and 
Crow. This night’s going better than I expected.” 


“Just let her go,” Jason repeated. He knew it would take a lot more than that to convince Black 
Mask, but he had to try. 


A whimper came from the girl’s direction as Sionis fisted her silky hair and yanked. Her face 
turned towards him, her lips moving desperately. 


She was mute. 


“T don’t think I will. Because you see, this girl will be very helpful in my plans. You bats won’t 
even understand what is happening until it already hits.” 


He chose to ignore Black Mask. “Hey, you’re going to be okay,” Jason soothed the girl. “Crow 
will get you out. Just stay calm.” 


“Haven’t you been listening to a thing I’ve said? Neither of you will be going anywhere until I’ ve 
sucked all the information out of you. And after that, the only place you’ ll be traveling to is to meet 
your maker.” 


“Didn’t know you were religious,” Jason snarked. Drake was still oddly quiet. 


“Oh, I’m not. Now, use your power, girl. Destroy Red Hood, and show Crow the new meta gene 
that has entered our planet.” 


Her mouth trembled as she cupped her hands together. The light from the room seemed to suck into 
her palms, condensing in a pure golden illumination. The shadows were soon chased away into the 
corners as the ethereal orb steadily grew more compressed. 


Jason took a shaky breath and reached his hands behind his helmet to unlatch it. With only the red 
domino mask, he felt practically naked, but this needed to be done. He made sure to ditch his slight 
fear at his second certain death, and offered a smile to the girl. “It’s alright. You’ll get out of here.” 


Her cheeks sheened, made obvious from the light in her hands. She was crying under the mask. 


That was understandable. A civilian's kill was always the hardest. 


He turned to face Drake, only to see an empty spot next to him. He sighed, pretending that his 
leave didn’t feel like a few daggers burying into him. Of course Drake would leave. Letting the 
two criminals hash it out, then taking out the one who won was easier than fighting both. 


Why Jason cared if Drake was there or not confused him. 


But now wasn’t the time to think about it. 


His smile grew softer and sadder as she walked on quivering legs towards him, Sionis following 
her, never pointing the gun away. He would shoot if Jason even took a step. He had no backup, so 
he would have to leave the saving to the Bats later. “You’ll be okay,” he said again, adding 
sincerity to his voice. 


Her breath hitched as another wave of tears drizzled down her face. ‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry, P’ m 
sorry, I’m sorry,’ she mouthed. 


“It’s alright. Don’t live with guilt the rest of your life, and we’ll be even, okay?” 


The girl’s head bowed in anguish. 


Roman chose that moment to burst, “Hurry up, girl!” 


It was better that he died than her. He patted her head, fully aware that death was going to greet 
him with open arms this time, and he doubted he would come back. 


That was probably for the best. 


Finally, some peace. 


She held the globe directly in front of the armored plating of his chest, but never pressed it against 
him. Jason gave her an encouraging nod. 


Without any more preamble, she pushed forward the final few inches, the orb getting directly 
absorbed into his chest, slotting in as if it belonged there. 


‘Tm sorry,’ she sobbed again. 


“See you later,” he said instead, trying for a smile. 


A blinding pain exploded from his chest, and clutched his abdomen, barely registering the 
demented chortle from Black Mask. The fire raced through his stomach, spreading to his shoulders 
and arms, then to his thighs and knees. He collapsed, ears ringing and unable to relieve the burning 
sensation that was becoming more and more potent. His lungs began wrinkling, and he gasped to 
even let air in. The deafening pump of his heart made its way to his ears, overtaking all other 
noises. 


The inferno gathered into a blazing hurricane inside him. 


Passing out was the only thing he could do. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Jason wasn’t expecting an explosion of fluorescent light when he opened his eyes. He groaned, 
disoriented, head feeling like he’d dived straight into a building. There was a person hovering over 
him. He stiffened, then yelped when he attempted to move his arm. 


“Death, that you?” he murmured, the sound barely getting past his lips. A choked breath came 
from the person. 


“No, Jaylad.” 


Jason stilled. There was only one person who had called him that, and that person currently hated 
his guts and wanted nothing more than to dump him into Arkham or Blackgate. 


Another trap. 


Wonderful. 


But the bigger question was how he wasn’t dead. Raking through his memories, he remembered 
the pain, and Sionis’s laughter. And the girl... 


The girl! 


Jason shot up, disregarding the flare of the kindling flame inside him, threatening to reignite, and 
turned to Bruce, not caring that he would be sent to Arkham after this. He steeled himself, then 
asked the question. 


“Ts the girl okay?” 


Bruce blinked. 


“T m sorry, but only you showed up in the cave, Jay.” 


Jason rubbed his non-throbbing hand against his forehead. When his hand met bare skin , he stared. 
Where was his domino mask? Why was he not in his Red Hood outfit? And why was he in a bed ? 


“Are you okay, Jaylad?” Bruce asked softly. Peculiarly, his cowl and suit were nowhere in sight. 


And that was the last straw. “Shut up! Why are you doing this?” he sneered. “Are you planning on 
getting your satisfaction by torturing me? Or are you going to let Drake and Damian do it? Or 
maybe Grayson can get a feel of being a hero? Calling me Jay, and Jaylad like you used to? That’s 
a new kind of low, Bruce. Just send me to Arkham, and everyone will be happy, especially you 


guys.” 


Bruce, the bastard, was silent for a few moments, eyebrows furrowed. “I’m sorry, Jay, but you’re 
not in your own universe.” 


Jason rolled his eyes. “You can’t catch me off guard, Bruce. After you, Drake, and Damian nearly 
beat me to submission, I don’t see why you’ re trying to do this.” 


Something shimmered in Bruce’s eyes before he closed them and took a shuddering breath. “I’m 
being completely honest, Jason. This isn’t your universe. My kids are all upstairs, waiting for you 
to wake up.” 


He scoffed. What a joke. “Even if I did believe you, why the hell would you patch me up?” 


“T don’t understand.” 


Jason let out a harsh breath, and glowered at his clenched fists. He couldn’t believe this. “Bruce, 
you hate me.” He didn’t see him rearing back, as if he had been slapped. “All you’ ve wanted is to 
dump me in Arkham ever since I came back. So, tell me, why did you patch me up?” 


He looked back up. 


Bruce’s expression crumpled. Wow, that was a clear indicator that this probably wasn’t his Bruce. 
His Bruce hid everything behind a sheet of diamond from a hostile. He would never show his face 
falling. “My... counterpart has clearly been a terrible father to you. But I love my children. They’ re 
my light. I couldn’t just see a version of my child bleeding out, and not do something about it.” 


He snorted. What bullshit. 


No one cared about Jason Todd. It was a fact. 


Bruce sighed. “How old are you, Jay?” 


Jason gave him a disbelieving look. This Bruce literally just said he loved his children. How the 
hell did he not know Jason’s age? 


“Sixteen.” 


He heard a sucked in breath from the man. “Sixteen...” 


“Yes. Sixteen .” He deliberately made sure that his voice intoned as if he were talking to a child. 


“And you mentioned Tim, Damian, and Dick. How old are they?” 


Jason eyed him suspiciously. “Drake’s twenty-one, Damian’s twenty-five, Grayson is twelve. I 
would’ ve thought that you knew this already, though.” 


Bruce exhaled, sitting back against the bed next to him. His face contorted, as if he had eaten a 
lemon. “Here, Damian’s twelve, Tim’s seventeen, my Jason’s almost twenty-one, and Dick is 
twenty-five.” 


Jason gaped at him. “You’re shitting me.” 


Because, really, there was no way Damian was twelve , and Drake was seventeen . 


And him. He was twenty-one, he realized. Jason was expecting to die again after his seventeenth 
birthday, or even before that. A version of him being twenty-one was mind boggling and 
something that he couldn’t even begin to comprehend. 


“Language. And no, I’m not. I can call my children down, if you like.” 


Jason just nodded numbly, not even listening to what Bruce was saying. He knew it was a stupid 
move, but he needed to see this for himself because, apparently, he’d landed in another dimension 
where he reached adulthood and had a family that loved him. No doubt he had friends too. 


He’d gotten what Jason was yearning for. 


What a lucky bastard. 


He didn’t even realize that he’d spaced out until a face with a blinding sunshine smile and a pair of 
brilliant aquamarine orbs was smushed against his cheek. Jason would forever deny the squeak that 
left him. 


“Awwww,” the person cooed. “It’s a mini Jaybird!” 


Suddenly, he was being lifted and presented to a group of people like goddamn Simba. His knees 
automatically bent backwards to avoid scraping the injuries on them against the stone floor. 


Applause resounded around the cave. 


“Let me go,” he growled, flashing his blunt teeth. The man just cooed some more, and hugged him 
close. Jason froze, unused to having close contact with other people, and unsure if he should 
attack, or relish the touch. 


His skin crawled uncomfortably. 


“Big Bird, put him back. He’s still injured,” an amused voice came from the group. Jason nearly 
threw him a grateful look for deciding for him, before double taking at the man it came from. 


He looked like a buff adult version of Jason. 


The man smirked back, then whistled as he gave him a once over. “Damn, you are tiny .” 


No , Jason thought faintly. You’re just a friggin’ giant . 


Because, holy shit , adult Jay was huge. Standing nearly as tall as Bruce (almost six or so inches 
taller than Jason himself), arms and chest thick with corded muscles, and a chiseled jaw with zero 
baby fat on him, unlike Jason who still had a little bit to get rid of. 


A snicker broke him out of his stupor. 


“Were you really that small at sixteen?” mini-Drake grinned at adult Jay, who shook his head. 


“Nope. I hit my growth spurt a few days out of the Lazarus Pit.” 


“You’ve died too?!” Jason blurted, unable to keep his mouth shut. 


Was his death a multiversal constant? 


The mood grew somber, but adult Jay’s grin grew into a smirk. “Yep. Did the whole zombie and 
resurrection shtick too.” 


“How are you so big?” he asked, choosing to ignore the weirdo currently cuddling him. 


Adult Jay shrugged. “After I got dumped in the pit, I shot up like a weed. How are you so small?” 


‘Tm 5’7,” Jason huffed. “A perfectly average height for a sixteen year old.” 


He received another shrug. “I was 5’9 at your age.” 


He heard Bruce clearing his throat. “Do you believe me now?” 


“TIl believe that I’m in another dimension,” Jason allowed, trying to remove the man’s tentacle 
arms off him. “But I don’t believe that you’re a good father. My Bruce hates me. I don’t see any 
reason you don’t.” 


“Bruce has his moments, but he’s usually a good dad,” the man next to him said in his ear. 


“Who even are you?” 


The man gasped and twirled his head to glare at Bruce. “You didn’t tell him any of our names?!” 
he accused. 


“He knows you, Tim, and Damian, already.” 


Wait asec... 


“Grayson?!” 


He couldn’t keep the shock out of his voice. Grayson was a little brat in his dimension. Seeing him 
this old was creeping him out. 


“I go by Dick,” the man beamed. 


Jason scowled. “Bullshit.” 


“Tt. It is not.” Jason’s neck nearly snapped at the familiar sound, and he hunched his shoulders, 


instinctively expecting a blow towards him. 


What he didn’t expect was a little kid with green eyes to stare at him with a grumpy, unimpressed 
expression. His arms were crossed to complete the familiar glower. 


Jason’s eyes narrowed. There was no way. It wasn’t possible. Damian al-Ghul Wayne was a 
ruthless 6’3 feet tall demon, not a child that would reach his shoulder if he stood up. 


“He chooses to go by the male genital region, for some nitwitted reason,” the kid elaborated. 


“Love you too, Little D!” 


He finally shoved Dick off and glared at the other occupants of the room. “Who the hell are you 
people?” 


The black haired Asian girl waved. “Cass.” 


Cass. Where’d he hear that name? 


Cass, Cass, Cass— 


Cassandra. 


“Duke,” the African American boy pointed towards himself. Jason squinted before shrugging. He 
had no clue who he was. 


“Steph,” the blond girl chirped. 


Jason’s expression frosted over. “Let me guess. Only your friends get to call you Steph, right?” he 
asked sardonically. 


Mini-Stephanie had the nerve to blink, her excitement fading away into confusion. “No? Where’d 
you even get that from?” 


Jason rolled his eyes. “Other you told me. I called you Steph once, and you responded by nearly 
breaking my wrist, and saying “Only my friends get to call me that.’” 


Mini-Stephanie blanched. “I... did that?” 


Jason gave her a bland look. 


“Tt has just occurred to me that our counterparts are pieces of shit,” Grayson grinned cheerfully, 
smile sharp around the edges. 


“Got that right,” he said. He moved to stand up, gritting his teeth to neglect the pain blooming from 
his stomach. Taking a few deep breaths, he calmed himself. Jason refused to let the nausea jogging 
up his throat spew out. 


His knee locked up, and a pained gasp made itself out before he could clamp his mouth. He 
gripped the handle of the med cot with his good hand since his other was apparently wrapped in a 
cast. Instantly, all pairs of eyes were locked onto him. 


It was unnerving. 


“What are you looking at?” he snapped. He didn’t need their jeers and insults. What he needed was 
to get out of here before they inevitably decided to lock him up. Staring at his wrists in chains for 
days in a small, dark room wasn’t an experience that he wanted to repeat, thanks. 


“Where are you going?” Bruce questioned as Jason’s feet finally met the floor. 


“I’m leaving. I need to find a way back.” 


Adult Jay snorted. “Good luck with that, kid. You’ve already been adopted.” 


He opened his mouth to ask what the hell adult Jay was talking about when fire pooled into his 
stomach before protruding in every direction. A pained groan left him, and he braced himself for 
the 'going unconscious and a concussion along with waking up in a dark cell’ card before he fell. 


A pair of strong arms caught him before he was even a few feet from the ground. 


Jason opened his eyes in bewilderment. Why would anyone catch him? 


Azurite eyes were the first thing he saw. Then, Bruce’s worried expression, and scrunched up 
eyebrows. 


Jason twisted his neck to look at the other people. Matching faces stared back at him. 


His eyes darted across the room, not comprehending who everyone was looking at. 


“Are you alright, Jay?” 


Oh. They were looking at him. 


But why? 


Everything about this situation frustrated him. He didn’t understand these people. Why were they 
looking at him like that? Like-like he was someone to be worried and fretted over? But that 
couldn’t be the case. The only people alive who would even bother to be concerned about him 
were Alfred and Talia, if only out of obligation, but neither would go out of their way to do 
anything if he got hurt. Talia certainly wouldn’t catch him if he fell, and he wouldn’t expect 
Alfred’s old bones to handle his weight. 


No one would ever catch him if he fell. 


Because no one cared about Jason Todd. 


“Fine,” he said shortly, sitting back on the med cot. “I would appreciate it if you would give me 


my things back.” 


Best to be polite. He didn’t want to make a bad situation worse. 


“No can do, mini-me,” adult Jay responded, his smirk turning infuriating. Was that how he looked 
like? No wonder everyone hated his guts. “Bruce has emotionally adopted you.” 


He scoffed. 


“Tt’s true,” the kid in the yellow sweater, Duke, said with a matching grin. “Bruce adopts stupidly 
fast.” 


“Yeah,” mini-Drake agreed. “But your adoption was faster than expected. Duke got into the family 
last year. We weren’t expecting another kid for at least another year.” 


Dick tugged him into his arms again. Jason was still as stiff as a board. “More cuddles for me!” 


“T don’t adopt that fast,” Bruce grumbled, almost petulant. Jason stared at him, completely 
stumped, and anger rising. Bruce Wayne, the goddamn Batman, never grumbled. He would never 
grumble childishly . Hell, he would never show any emotion. There was no way that this was 
Bruce Wayne. 


“You do, Father,” Damian deadpanned. 


Something inside Jason snapped. 


Everything transformed into a green wasteland. 
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“Hell no,” Jason snarled, vision streaked with lines upon lines of green. “I don’t have any parents, 
especially not some Bruce Wayne from another universe.” 


He shoved Grayson off him with a fierce snarl, ignoring the blaze slowly sparking in his chest, and 
sent the man stumbling, only to catch himself at the last moment. 


He wasn’t stupid enough to believe them. Why the hell would he? 


“Jaylad—” 


“Stop calling me that!” he growled, the sound coming out inhuman, and green flashing his irises 
brighter as he held his fists in a League stance. He’d fight to the death even if he couldn’t stand up 
properly. “I’m not the person you care about, so get it through your thick skull.” 


“Jason, then. We currently don’t have a way to send you back to your universe. You’re stuck here 
for the time being, but we’d like to know how you got here.” 


A glob of unease stuck itself in his chest past the rage, starting from his sternum and rising up to 
his throat. The intensity of it was the only reason that it made itself known on his face for a 
millisecond before he wrapped it up and shoved it down again, plastering a blank mask on instead. 


His hand curled into a fist, and the nails bit in his palm as he drew blood to resist from pounding 
their faces in. 


His eyes still glowed their toxic green as he surveyed everyone. He doubted he could take them all 
and win. He’d live, probably, if these guys had the same no kill rule, but at the cost of every bone 
in his body broken? 


Logic won over rage. 


Best to surrender peacefully and be their prisoner, and hope they didn’t decide to ‘visit’ him later. 


He stuck his arms out hesitantly, forcing the pit to stay down with all his willpower. Right now he 
was balanced, but if he was tipped anymore, he’d go into full Lazarus mode. 


“What are you doing?” Grayson gave a confused smile. 


“Surrendering,” he snapped, before shutting his mouth, resolved not to say anything else. The 
green stirred furiously in him, demanding to at least shed blood, but he pushed the urge down and 
boxed it up. With a few calming breaths, the green began fading. 


“What for?” Mini-Drake asked 


Jason shot them both irritated looks. “Look, you guys have a Blackgate, right? Just toss me in 
there.” 


“Why would we do that?” Bruce raised an eyebrow. 


Jason’s heart sank. Shit, they were going to put him in Arkham. Or keep him here. 


He wasn’t sure which was worse. 


The jail for psychos, or one of the best guarded and high-tech places in the world. 


“Batman puts his villains in Blackgate or Arkham,” he said slowly to make them understand. “And 
since I’m not crazy, it only makes sense to put me in Blackgate.” 


Besides, he had a better chance of breaking out if he was in Blackgate. 


Please don’t realize the Lazarus Pit made him crazy, please don’t realize, please don’t— 


“Mini-me, you're not a villain and we’re not putting you anywhere. You’re staying here for now.” 


Shit. 


Jason steeled himself, and eyed the containment cells in the corner of the Batcave. 


“Great. Which cell is mine?” 


Bruce looked stricken. “You’ll be staying upstairs, Jason. In the manor.” 


Jason threw him a confused look before shrugging. “Right.” 


Grayson clapped his hands as if squishing the tension in the air. “Alright! Now that that’s settled, 
we should decide a name for you.” 


“Screw you. My name’s Jason Todd,” he glared. He may be their prisoner, but he wouldn’t give 
his snark up for anyone. 


Duke huffed and pointed to adult Jay, who just looked amused. “So is he.” 


Cass pointed at him, “Jay,” and then at adult Jay. “Jason.” 


“That won’t work,” Mini-Damian sighed. “You all insist on calling Todd ‘Jay’ more often than his 
real name. Why don’t we just rename Baby Todd?” 


“B-Baby Todd?!” Jason spluttered. “You’re younger than me! And you can’t just rename me!” 


Adult Jay smirked. “Sounds like a plan.” 


“I vote DJ!” Grayson exclaimed, clapping his hands excitedly. 


“Oooo, I like that one,” mini-Stephanie nodded, pleased. 


“No,” mini-Drake rolled his eyes. 


“JayJay?” Cass inputted. 


Bruce rubbed the bridge of his nose. “Let’s just call him Jace. No one calls Jason that, so it’ Il work 
for the time being.” 


“You’re no fun,” Grayson pouted. 


“Tm Batman,” Bruce deadpanned. 


Jason stared. He wasn’t sure what confused him more. The fact that Bruce was currently showing 
human emotions, the fact that he’d just been renamed, or the fact that apparently his new name was 
Jace. 


Were these people actually serious? 


Why the hell wasn’t he in a cell, and why were they arguing without any hostility whatsoever? The 
last time he checked, arguments included hostile entities and injuries. What the hell was this ? 


“Jace, can you tell us what happened before you arrived?” Bruce grunted at him. He felt more 
relief than he probably should at the familiar behavior. 


“T blew up one of Black Mask’s warehouses a day and a half ago,” he started, narrowing his eyes as 
he analyzed their expressions. Adult Jay smirked while Bruce sighed. So they were familiar with 
Jason Todd blowing up warehouses. At least they wouldn’t attack him for it. “I went back to see if 
I could find any leads to what he was doing. I wasn’t really expecting to find anything, but the 
small piece of kryptonite in the corner proved me wrong. I snuck into Black Mask’s office at 3:16 
a.m. and downloaded his files. I ran into Crow shortly after. He—” 


“Wait, hold up,” Duke raised a palm. “Who’s Crow?” 


Jason paused, then turned to blink at mini-Drake. “You don’t go by Crow?” 


“Crow ,” mini-Drake scrunched his nose. “Why would I name myself that? No, I’m Red Robin.” 


“Red... Robin? Like the burger place?” he asked hesitantly. 


Mini-Drake’s eyes met the ceiling while his siblings snickered. “No, not like the burger place. And 
I was Robin before, but after Demon Brat stole it, I graduated.” 


“Robin is my right as Father’s only heir,” mini-Damian scoffed. 


What were these people going on about? 


“Listen Brat—” 


“What’s Robin?” Jason asked blankly. 


Everyone in the room stared at him. 


Jason’s back stiffened as he tensed, ready to defend himself. He’d asked a question he wasn’t 
supposed to. Shit. 


“He’s Batman’s partner,” Grayson said faintly. “It’s a title passed on from me to Jason to Tim to 
Steph for a little bit, then to Damian.” 


Jason scanned him for any signs of aggression, and relaxed slightly when he didn’t find any. 


“Like Shadow?” 


“Pffft, did Damian come up with that?” mini-Drake guffawed. 


Light Blotches of red rose up in mini-Damian’s cheeks as he glared viciously at him. 


“Batman and Robin?” Jason whispered, testing the title on his tongue. Huh. It sounded brighter 
than Batman and Shadow. “Why Robin?” he asked louder. 


“T chose it!” Grayson grinned. “My parents gave me that name, so when B took me in and I found 
out he was Batman, I took the name Robin.” 


“Sounds better than Batman and Shadow.” 


“Gotham needs light,” Cass said. 


“The demon brat counts as light? Hah, no,” mini-Drake snorted. 


“Drake, I will eviscera—” 


“That’s enough,” Bruce said firmly. “Continue please, Jace.” 


“Like I was saying, Crow appeared to have the same objective I had. It was a trap. Black Mask 
arrived with a hostage who had no choice but to shove a golden ball of light or something that she 
conjured into my chest at gunpoint. And now I’m here.” 


“Goodness. I doubt you’ ve eaten before your trip here,” a familiar British voice said, placing a tray 
on Jason’s lap. Tears sprang up in his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. 


“A-Alfred?” he croaked. 


He received a soft smile, and he choked at the warmth he felt. “Yes, my dear lad.” 


“Is Alfred d-dead in your universe?” Duke choked out. 


All of them stared in horror. 


Jason shook his head and felt the relief flowing from all of them as it were palpable. “No. I just 
haven’t seen him in a few years. I’m not exactly allowed in the manor.” 


Adult Jay snorted. “That’s what I thought too before me and Bruce had a little heart-to-heart which 
involved us screaming at each other.” 


He shook his head again, this time more firmly. “You don’t get it. I was only adopted by Bruce 
because he needed a new Shadow.” 


“Again, that’s what I thought, but with Robin since Goldie flew the coop.” 


Jason shook his head one last time before falling silent. They wouldn’t believe him. Whatever. He 
carefully ate the meal he was presented with, savoring every bite. It was just pancakes and syrup, 
but he didn’t know if or when he’d be able to eat again, and Alfred’s cooking nonetheless, so he 
chewed slowly to draw out his meal. 


With some hope, they wouldn’t take it from him. 


God, when was the last time he’d eaten a full meal? And a home cooked one at that too? 


He was pretty sure it was before he died. 


After that, food didn’t really matter. He had just enough to keep him going. It didn’t matter to 
anyone if he kicked the bucket a second time. 


It still wouldn’t. 


On his sixth bite, his stomach lurched and the smell of the pancakes and syrup pushed him over the 
edge. He shoved the food away from him as he turned his head over the med cot’s rail and 
vomited, splattering the barely-digested food on the cave floor. 


Nothing new. 


He was used to emptying his stomach’s contents at least once to thrice a month. Jason risked a 
glance at the food to see if he could continue eating, but just threw up again. Sweat came out of 
him in beads and his breathing picked up. His brain swirled inside his skull 


He wasn’t expecting the bats to give a damn. 


“Dick, get some ice chips. Tim, you and Damian clean up. Jace, I need you to breathe with me. 
Now follow me, inhale deeply, then exhale.” 


Jason ignored Bruce as he rubbed his sweaty forehead with his good hand and took a few deep 
breaths to steady himself. He felt like shit all over, and it was like someone slammed a 
sledgehammer on his head. His broken wrist throbbed from under the cast. 


A small ice chip was held in front of him, but he paid no mind to it. He held himself still, closing 
his eyes, and taking deep breaths to make the pounding in his head go away. A few minutes later, 
he breathed out deeply one last time, and opened his eyes. 


Several pairs of eyes focused on him. 


“How are you feeling?” Bruce asked, dare he say, gently . 


He said nothing. 


“My boy, are you alright?” 


No one could deny Alfred an answer. “I’m fine.” 


Mini-Drake observed his lack of panic from where he was getting paper towels. “You’re used to 
this.” 


Jason shrugged. 


Bruce’s mouth set in the disapproving line that he was so familiar with. “When was the last time 
you ate a full meal?” 


“Why do you care?” he shot back. 


“Just answer the question, mini-me.” 


He answered begrudgingly. “Before I died.” 


Bruce sucked in a breath before leaning forward on his seat next to Jason’s cot. “How often do you 
eat?” 


“Once a day,” he paused, then frowned slightly as he mumbled the second part under his breath. 
“Or was it once every two days?” 


“How much do you eat?” 


Jason grunted irritably. “A burger or chili dog, or a cereal bar.” 


Adult Jay scrunched his face. “No wonder you’re so tiny. That dip in the Lazarus pit’s probably the 
only thing keeping you alive right now.” 


Jason shrugged. 


“You don’t finish them.” 


“Does it matter? It’s not like anyone will give a shit if I end up six feet under a second time.” 


“We care,” Grayson said softly, big blue eyes regarding him sadly. 


Jason scoffed but didn’t comment. He was just some person from another dimension. Why the hell 
would they care? 


“You’re worse than Tim,” Duke muttered. 


“What does that mean?” mini-Drake turned to him in bewilderment. 


“You’re joking, right?” mini-Stephanie rolled her eyes. 


“Drake, you survive off of caffeinated beverages, but at least you’re not attuned to the odor of your 
own vomit. You also eat three full meals a day thanks to our meddling.” 


“You'll need to stay in bed for a few more days before you’ ll be okay.” 


Jason let his words pass over him like water, gripping the handle with his free hand and placing 
both his feet firmly on the cave floor. He grit his teeth when his head started blaring at him, and 
heaved himself up, like he always did when he vomited. He winced as the stench of his breath 
finally met his nostrils. 


“Jason, please lay back down.” 


Jason closed his eyes before opening them back in determination. 


“At least we know for sure he’s Jason now,” mini-Drake groused. 


He lifted one foot and black spots appeared before expanding to take over his vision. 


He collapsed. 
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The first time Jason stepped into the manor, he was ten and thought that it was too good of a dream 
to come true. It was everything that he had read about in the torn softcover books he’d managed to 
find, but so much more at the same time. There was a huge driveway, a million different rooms, so 
many hallways that you could get lost easily, and everything inside looked like it cost more than 
anything Jason had ever seen in his entire ten year-old life. 


It was amazing, to put it bluntly. He remembered gulping when Bruce led him inside, giving him a 
tour from bottom to top, starting from the Batcave. A large computer and sparring area caught his 
attention first, and then the glass suit displays. 


He stared in awe at the batsuits, then moved his gaze towards the Shadow suits. Multiple different 
ones were hung up on two walls, but two in the middle of each line stood out among the rest. 


Shadow Version One. 


Shadow Version Two. 


He’d later learn that the first one was Damian’s and that version two was Drake’s. 


There were only slight differences between the two. Both were in shades of gray and black, had a 
dark hood attached to the cape, two utility belts running diagonally across the shoulders, and metal 
plated gloves and boots. 


Damian’s had two sheathes on his back for his katanas while Drake’s had two carriers for his 
nunchucks and bo staff. Drake’s also included a small splash of color by changing the dark green 
utility belt to a candy apple red, and using that same color along the seams of his entire suit. 


Jason could only gape in awe and childlike wonder as he thought about how cool the two must be. 


(Now, he wished he never met any of them, and that Bruce had just let him rot on the streets.) 


The second day at the manor, he began his training. Bruce made him cram his studies, and he 
caught up to his grade level in three weeks. In two months, he was the same level as a highschool 
sophmore. 


Soon after, Bruce put him on the Shadow enhanced training schedule. He remembered the sweat, 
blood, and energy that he’d put into it, quickly absorbing everything he’d learned. Bruce had made 
him train fourteen hours a day for the first year. During that time, he’d learned senior level 
subjects, how to throw a batarang without flaw in both hands, survival techniques, strategies, both 
combat and non-combat, forensic science and investigation, endurance, stealth, information 
gathering, several martial arts styles, and lock picking. 


In the second year and third one, he was at a college sophomore level, he’d been taught how to 
drive, archery, business management, hacking to the level of getting into the White House with no 
problem whatsoever, disguise, gadget creation, strength, mental and interrogation resistance, 
medical science, toxin immunity, tracking, several languages, chemistry, and disarming a bomb. 


The only time he’d get a break were on Fridays, when training was cut down from fourteen hours 
to nine hours. 


Looking back on it, it was a ridiculous number of things a ten year old had to learn within the span 
of three years, and a lot of good it did him. He was still beaten to near death when he was fourteen, 
then blown up in a warehouse in the middle of Ethiopia. 


At least he knew how to survive. 


It was all he’d ever known. 


It was a cycle. 


Fall down then get back up and start again. 


Jason blinked slowly at the dim lights around him. 


Where was he? 


He moved his arm to rub his forehead, but froze when he felt smooth leather pressed to his 
unbroken wrist. 


His breathing sped up, and he could hear the rapid beat of a heart monitor in the background. 
Nausea built up in his throat, and something crawled through his skin like a parasite. 


He could hear Bruce’s voice faintly. “He’s hyperventilating!” 


He kept tugging at his wrist. Jason laughed hysterically when he saw a red liquid. 


Bruce was going to put him in Arkham. Because of course he was. It’s what he did to villains, and 
that’s all Jason was. 


He could already see Bruce’s disinterested face as his vision started fading. 


No one cared about Jason Todd. 


The second time he woke, a soft blanket was draped over him. The room was dark, lit only by a 


blue lava lamp. He kept his mouth shut, training kicking in to keep the groan inside where it 
belonged. 


He didn’t open his eyes, but focused on faking his sleep and his other senses. 


He heard light puffs of breath, nearly nonexistent a foot or two away. 


He could feel the warmth of the blankets against him. 


He could smell Alfred’s detergent on his sheets arrd-atmost-erted- 


It didn’t feel like there was anyone else in the room other than the person sleeping, so he carefully 
opened his eyes and peered to the right. 


He blinked when he saw Bruce laying his head against the mattress next to his head. 


What? 


Hazy memories of the first time he woke up came back to him, and he tugged his wrist, impossibly 
relieved that there was no cuff on it. 


What a stupid decision. 


Whatever. It made it easier for him to escape, so better not to look a gift horse in the mouth. 


He slid out of the bed, using all his training to avoid waking up the big bat. He stared at the 
window thoughtfully for half a second before dismissing the idea of escaping from there. If he 
opened it, Bruce would definitely feel the breeze and wake up. 


Instead, Jason pushed the handle of the door as he opened it cautiously. 


No creaks. Good. He’d figured that the manor was bat friendly. 


He took a look at his new surroundings. He remembered this hallway. His old room was only a few 
doors away. 


Just the thought of taking a peek sent his heart beating wildly, and his palms clammy. He wiped 
them against the oversized black hoodie that he just realized he was wearing. Jason flopped his 
arms around childishly, and the sleeves flopped with him. The bottom reached mid-thigh, so this 
had to be adult Jay’s. The gray sweatpants fit better though, so they were probably mini-Drake’s or 
the other kid’s. 


Jason felt the fabric for trackers meticulously. He stared disbelievingly when he couldn’t find any. 


He felt around his body for implanted trackers, but there was no bump or new scar. 


Again, what a stupid decision. 


He was the goddamn Red Hood. The most dangerous and powerful, by connections, position, and 
technique, ‘criminal’ in Gotham. They should’ ve been more careful. 


He folded his sleeves back and stepped towards the window that was a few feet to the left of the 
door. It was large enough that he could just duck down and get out. 


If this Bruce was as paranoid as his dimension’s Bruce, then there had to be security cameras 
everywhere, and no blind spots on the entire manor ground. There were definitely motion sensors, 
and the gate was going to be locked too. 


Alright then. 


He needed a hostage. They wouldn’t open the gate unless one of their family members was under 
threat. And he had no device to hack into the system with, so hostage it was. 


But first, he needed a weapon. 


He began his silent trek down the hallway. If this manor was the same as the Wayne Manor in his 
dimension, then there would be a knife hidden behind the million dollar painting of abstract art for 


self defense. 


Jason pushed it aside a little. 


Bingo. 


He tested the blade by pressing it softly on his finger, unsurprised when a dot of blood spilled. 
Tucking it away in his ridiculously huge hoodie pockets, and making sure it was hidden 
completely in the folds, he began thinking of who he wanted as his hostage. 


Bruce, Grayson, and adult Jay were out. They were too big and skilled for him to take easily. 


Mini-Drake was out too since he didn’t want to deal with Drake. 


Stephanie looked like an easy target, if he was an outsider. But he knew she fought just as fiercely 
as Drake. 


He remembered his Bruce telling him that Cassandra was the most skilled of them. It wouldn’t be 
a good idea to challenge her. 


Jason would never hurt or even pretend to hurt Alfred. He’d rather die. 


That left either Duke or mini-Damian. 


Mini-Damian had at least ten years of League training under his belt, if he was with his mother for 
ten years in this universe too, along with Sh... Robin training. 


Duke it was, then. 


Hopefully he wasn’t as trained as the others. 


Jason couldn’t believe his luck. 


Originally, he’d planned on acting nice with these bats to both see what they wanted and to gain 
their trust so he could get close enough to Duke to grab him, but to his surprise, once he’d made his 
way almost out of the East Wing, a head poked out of one of the last bedroom door. 


Duke blinked at him before stepping out of his room. 


“Hey,” Jason said awkwardly. He couldn’t remember the last time he had a conversation with 
someone his age. 


Duke relaxed and gave him a smile. “Hi. Feeling better?” 


He nodded. 


It was the truth. The fire in his stomach was almost nonexistent, and his head had cleared. 


Time to test his luck. “Can I have some water?” he rasped. 


Duke nodded and motioned to follow him. 


The second he turned around, though, Jason acted. He lept quietly, drawing the knife expertly, and 
within half a second had the blade pressed against Duke’s throat. 


“What are you doing?” the other boy asked with a hint of panic in his voice. 


“Move without my instruction and Pl slit your throat,” he warned, a growl from the Lazarus pit 
unintentionally slipping through. 


“Why are you doing this?” 


He stayed silent. He wasn’t going to be like the idiotic villains who gave away their plans stupidly 
and let the heroes save the day. Jason was a professional. 


Jason followed the sounds which led him to the living room. It was close to the door, thankfully. 


“Take that, Timberlina!” he heard adult Jay yell. 


“How the hell did you win?!” 


“You snooze, you lose!” 


Jason gritted his teeth at how lucky adult Jay was. He didn’t want to admit it, but he was jealous. 
Jealous that he didn’t have that. Jealous that he never would be able to have that. 


He was unlovable. 


It had been proved time and time again. 


“Guys?” Duke squeaked hesitantly at Jason’s nudge. “Help?” 


They both turned to look and froze when they caught sight of the knife angled at Duke’s throat. 


“What the hell are you doing, mini-me?” adult Jay snarled. 


Jason almost flinched. Coming from him, he knew the Lazarus enhanced growl was scary. But 
from an adult, a man with nearly half a foot and a hundred or so pounds on him, it made him want 
to tuck himself into a shivering ball and cry. The vibrations from it could be felt around the room, 
and it dipped lower with the deeper voice adult Jay had. His eyes flashed neon green for a hot 
second, and Jason knew that currently, adult Jay was the apex vigilante in the room. 


He wouldn’t give into the urge to cry. 


Mini-Drake placed a calming hand on adult Jay’s shoulder. “What do you want?” 


“Lower the Manor gate’s security. If not, Pll kill him,” Jason threatened Het- 


Adult Jay took a deep breath. 


Jason swiveled around slightly to glare at him warily. 


“Will you release him if we do that?” Mini-Drake asked, intelligent eyes boring into him. 


God, he always hated Mini-Drake’s eyes. They were the color of cavansite, burning blue fire 
whenever he pushed Jason down. When the light reflected on them, they shone like blue diamonds, 
breath-taking, but so hard that they could cut you with a single glance. 


Jason nodded firmly. “And don’t follow me. If I see even a hint of someone trying, P1 slit his 
throat.” 


“Okay. We’ll let you go,” Adult Jay agreed. Mini-Drake glared at him. 


“Ja—” 


“Shut up, Timbers.” 


Jason made them walk in front of him with their arms raised in the air. Their five minute walk 
down the Manor’s driveway was filled with nothing but silence. 


A thought tickled his mind. 


Where was everyone else? 
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Now that he was thinking about it, he couldn’t really pinpoint where the other dimension bats 
were, other than the three with him currently. Jason wouldn't let his guard down around any of 
these, and it was stupid of him not to know where they were. They could be planning to ambush 
him by the gate. 


So far, they had been... accommodating. He knew it was a ruse, but they hadn’t hurt him yet. That 
would definitely change the second they found out that he was currently holding a knife to one of 
their brother’s throats while walking them to the gate. 


Maybe these bats were willing to kill. Who knew? 


Jason certainly didn’t. Even if they didn’t kill him, there were plenty of things left to hurt him with. 


When they arrived at the gate, Jason gestured with his head at the security lock. He was holding 
Duke with one arm tightly, not enough to bruise, but still a little painful, and he couldn’t move that 
arm unless he wanted Duke to fight him. 


Mini-Drake nodded and typed in the password, making sure it was hidden from Jason’s view. 


That was fine. 


It wasn’t like he was coming back here anyways. 


The dark gates opened with barely a sound, leaving the road to Gotham within his grasp. 


“Are you going to let him go now?” Adult Jay asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Jason shook his head. “He’ll be released after I’m at Gotham. If I see anyone following me, P’ m 
slitting his throat.” 


“That threat’s getting real old,” Duke muttered, and Jason clenched the dagger tighter. Duke 
gulped. 


“Give me your phone,” he demanded, holding out his hand. Adult Jay handed his over. 


He wasn’t sure if this taxi number would work but... “Hello, where can I take you?” 


Well damn. Guess some things really don’t change even when you cross dimensions. 


“Come to Wayne manor, till the gate.” 


It felt stupid to call a taxi to get him to Gotham, but seriously, getting one of the vehicles from the 
cave, while awesome, would also be a pain because there’d be more bats than he could handle, and 
it would take forever to get to Gotham if he didn’t have some type of vehicle, even if it was a taxi. 


He hung up and slipped the phone in his pocket. 


“Hey!” adult Jay protested. 


“TI give it back when I release Duke. Now leave.” 


“No way.” Mini-Drake narrowed his eyes, but adult Jay just shook his head and led him back to the 
Manor. He could tell Mini-Drake was pissed, but he wasn’t sure why adult Jay wasn’t. 


Maybe his rage was building up? 


Jason shivered internally. 


A fit of Pit madness lasted anywhere from an hour up to a day. It had only happened to Jason a few 
times, but he wished it would never happen again. 


He knew his luck, so he severely doubted that wish would be granted. 


He gestured for adult Jay and mini-Drake to leave, and they did, begrudgingly. 


Jason channeled the Red Hood into his voice when he rasped in Duke’s ear. “You try to escape 
while we’re in that taxi or before I let you go, and I'll show you how I became Gotham’s strongest 
and most feared crime boss in under a month, capiche?” 


Duke winced, but nodded. 


“Good.” 


It took another nine minutes and forty-two seconds before the taxi finally reached their location. 
The second it was in sight, Jason slid the dagger into his sleeve and grabbed Duke’s hand, 
plastering on a cheerful smile that had Duke blinking in confusion. He made sure that the tip of the 
dagger kissed Duke's ulnar artery in a silent threat. 


“Hey!” Jason grinned at the taxi driver the second they entered, and handed in the five dollar bill 
he pick pocketed from Duke while they were waiting. “Can you take us to the Gotham Zoo?” 


Gotham Zoo was right next to Crime Alley. It was a perfect location to escape to. 


The driver grunted and nodded. 


Jason decided to leave the trackers he didn’t doubt were on Duke alone. It would help the bats pick 
Duke up, but it wouldn’t help them find Jason. He knew Crime Alley like the back of his hand. 


But adult Jay probably did too. Jason knew every nook and cranny of Crime Alley, and knew that 
any version of him (because now that he knew dimension travel was possible, there were probably 
a bunch of other Jasons) stationed there would definitely do the same. 


Strategy was his forte. 


He wouldn’t be Jason Todd without it. 


Planning and intelligence was a necessity to survive the harshness of Gotham. 


Gotham wasn’t for the unprepared. 


“So why are we going to the zoo?” Duke asked, dark eyes boring into him. 


“The animals are cute. Besides, who doesn’t want to see one of those adorable seals?” he gushed 
for the driver’s benefit. 


“Right. The seals.” 


Jason nodded sagely. “Yep.” 


The ride continued in silence as Jason played Crossy Road on adult Jay’s phone. Duke was still 
tense but relaxed slightly throughout the ride. 


When they finally pulled up at the zoo’s parking lot, Jason made Duke tip the driver before he 
dragged him into the zoo. 


There were an unusual number of people crowding the zoo today, but that was fine. It worked in 
his favor actually. 


He carefully didn’t think about his impromptu visit to the zoo yesterday and focused on the task at 
hand. He didn’t let himself think of the familiarity of everything, and made sure that they would 
steer clear of the elephant exhibit. 


Fortunately, from wandering around a little, he noticed that the tiger exhibit was the one with the 
most people. Perfect. 


“Are you going to let me go now?” Duke asked mildly. 


“In a minute,” he mumbled as he messed around with adult Jay’s phone, looping the security 
cameras. Then, he released Duke’s hand and waited for him to turn around. Making sure no one 
was looking, he slid a few inches of the dagger out of his sleeve. 


“No harsh feelings,” he murmured. 
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He drove the blade hard into Duke’s shoulder. 


He hid the blade just as quickly as Duke screamed in surprise and in pain, then made sure to 
scream as well. Jason ignored the warm wetness soaking his sleeve, thankfully concealed by the 
darkness of his hoodie, and the feeling of wrongness that accompanied it. 


People’s heads turned and when they saw the dark blood oozing down Duke’s shoulder, a few 
screams were released, and the atmosphere turned heavy. Some people called the police. Everyone 
else just ran. 


Gothamites were smart. Even in the zoo, if they see someone get stabbed, they run from that area 
and just go to a different exhibit. 


Okay, maybe not that smart. 


But it was Gotham. 


So probably smart? 


Jason followed the crowd out like water through a bunch of loose blocks, pulling the hood over his 
head as he did. He’d dropped the phone into Duke’s lap before he took off, and the fact that the 
stab wasn’t too deep meant that he would live. The crowd’s shuffling didn’t really bother anyone 


since he avoided everyone like the professional that he was. 


When he ended up at the giraffe exhibit, which was the closest exhibit to the border of Crime 
Alley, he scrambled over the brick wall and heaved himself to the other side. 


His stomach grumbled lightly, but he ignored it. 


Escape Attempt One: Success. 


Nice. 


But he couldn’t let himself get complacent. The bats would definitely retaliate after his escape 
attempt, especially after he stabbed Duke. Jason shivered at all the possibilities that popped up in 
his head. 


Best to leave Gotham as fast as he could. 


He had to abandon the idea of ever getting back to his own dimension. 


There wasn’t anything for him there anyways. 


New possibilities appeared in his head. He could try the vigilante thing again and go out every 
night. Stopping crime, while a necessity, was also something he was sick of. He was done fighting 
and nearly dying so many times he lost count. It would also make it easier for the bats to find him. 


Another thing he could try was... going back to school. Drake didn’t know him in this universe, so 
there was no way he would know if Jason went back to school. 


But he still had to leave Gotham. It was too risky to stay. 


With a determined mind, he let the shadows of Crime Alley swallow him whole. 


Duke grunted as the chaos around him began subsidizing. The wound hurt like hell. 


But it wasn’t as bad as stab wounds he’d gotten before. At least Jace had the courtesy to not twist 
the dagger or dig it in too deep. 


He opened Jason’s phone with bloody fingers and waited for him to pick up. 


“Jace?” 


“No,” Duke said, grunting again. He gave a pained hiss when his shoulder began to throb. “It’s 
Duke.” 


“Duke, you okay?” Jason’s alarmed voice came through. 


“Peachy. Get to Gotham Zoo. Jace stabbed me.” 


“He did what?!” Tim exclaimed from somewhere near Jason. 


“He stabbed me,” Duke said through gritted teeth. He heard ambulance sirens from afar blaring 
loudly. “The ambulance is here. I'l] see you in Gotham General, I guess.” 


He didn’t wait for their response before he hung up. He knew they would come. 


Damian let out a grunt as he grappled from building to building. 


Imbecilic Baby Todd had stabbed his brother. 


Damian had to find him, not for revenge, but to capture him. Damian knew he was confused, and 
likely terrified of their mere presence, and while he may be thrilled for a chance to scare Baby 
Todd, this wasn’t the way he wanted it to be. 


He didn’t want his brother (alternate version, details) to be so terrified that he was willing to stab 
any one of them to escape. 


Baby Todd just needed some firm guidance, and a ‘gently’ smack to the head to see things straight. 


He couldn’t comprehend why Baby Todd didn’t understand that they weren’t trying to hurt him. 
The people who did were not good versions of him and his family, but they were the reverse 
version of them. Damian and his family weren’t those people who had hurt Baby Todd because 
they could. 


To Damian, they couldn’t be real. 


Maybe that was the problem. Either way, it didn’t really matter. Making Baby Todd just listen to 
him would make him realize that he was safe. 


But he remembered Baby Todd’s words, and knew that it wouldn’t be as easy as he was making it 
out to be. 


“You can’t catch me off guard, Bruce. After you, Drake, and Damian nearly beat me to 
submission, I don’t see why you’re trying to do this.” 


He had also seen the way Baby Todd had flinched when he had introduced his presence. 
Something stirred in Damian’s chest, both then and now. He wasn’t able to pinpoint what it was 
just yet, though. 


Was it guilt? 


Was it anger? 


Was it sadness? 


Maybe it might’ ve been a combination of all three. Guilt, anger, and sadness that his leadership 
would’ ve turned their entire family into a family that was okay with beating its own members. 


He clicked his tongue in irritation as he swung to another building and spread his cape wide to 
glide a little, before grappling again. 


Of course he would be a terrible older brother. 


He was Damian Wayne, after all. 


There was nothing good about him. 
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Jason felt a slight bit of remorse for the twenty bucks he had swiped off of some Gotham Academy 
student kid before dismissing it. There was no point in feeling bad about it. The kid’s parents were 
definitely rich judging from the first brand new tablet in his hands and the expensive rings on his 
fingers. He could tell that this kid wasn’t a scholarship kid. 


He nearly made it to the bus stop until he was dragged backwards into an ally. 


Muffling his shout, he turned around, unsurprised at the two men surrounding him. 


The first shoved him against the wall, and he jerked when he felt his back make hard contact with 
the brick wall. That’d definitely bruise. 


A knife was placed right next to his jugular vein. If he leaned forward just a bit, it’d slice right 
through. “Hand over your wallet,” the largest man said, Gotham accent thick in his voice. 


“If I say no?” 


The other thug gave him an ugly grin, showing off his crooked teeth. “We take ya to Black Mask. 
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He’s always up for a little maimin’. 


Jason sent them unimpressed looks before clocking one in the jaw. 


Instantly, they were on him, but it didn’t really matter. The most they had were knives from what 
he could see, and those were easy enough. He was the Red Hood, Gotham’s most dangerous, and 
no two-bit criminal could take him down. 


It wasn’t cockiness. 


Jason had faced against the most dangerous of the Rogues and won, beat Ra’s al Ghul while 


catatonic, and went toe-to-toe with both Deathstroke and Lady Shiva on separate occasions. He 
knew dozens of martial art styles, could shoot a target blindfolded and spun, and more with what 
he’d learned throughout his life. He could face anything Gotham would throw at him. 


But he definitely wasn’t expecting Gho—Damia—Robin to come out of nowhere and throw 
himself at his face. 


Jason instinctively blocked, but Robin was unrelenting. He grabbed the back of Jason’s hoodie and 
before he knew it, slammed him down just as a gunshot resounded in the alleyway. 


Jason looked up, attempting to find the source of the sound. Chances were that there was a third 
man in the ambush with a gun if things didn’t work out. Clever, but not clever enough if the thugs 
wanted to face him. 


A pained hiss had his eyes narrowing in on Damian warily. 


He wasn’t expecting the red seeping out of his suit and dripping down his arm. 


Jason stared dumbly. 


Was-was that why Robin had slammed him down? To take the bullet instead of it going straight 
into Jason’s skull? 


But why would he care? Damian Al-Ghul Wayne would never give a crap about him, no matter 
what universe they were in. 


Robin ignored his injury, and instead pulled his katana out. He brandished it with one hand before 
leaping towards them, so quick that they didn’t even have time to attack. He went for the one with 
the gun first, slashing shallowly which left him howling. 


Weakling. 


The other two grew more hostile, but fear piled up as well. Robin gave them a vicious snarl, teeth 
completely bared, and Jason almost flinched. 


Flinching at a twelve year old. 


How pathetic was that? 


Jason began creeping out of the alley. He didn’t want Damia—Robin’s attention towards him. 
Even if he saved him for a bullet, the chances of him attacking Jason were threateningly high. 


But then he saw how small Robin was. He was a skinny little kid fighting two men over half his 
size to protect Jason. His wound was still leaking crimson, and sweat slicked his small face. Robin 
gritted his teeth as he bore with the pain. His stance swayed slightly, and his grip on his katana 
loosened before he tightened it again. 


Rob— Damian was a child 


This wasn’t Damian al-Ghul Wayne. 


This was Damian Wayne, the youngest of the Wayne family. 


And that’s when the thugs realized how small he was too. 


Instantly, their demeanors turned cocky, despite having seen how Robin had dealt with the 
shooter. 


“Why don’t you come with us, Robin? We can find somewhere safe for you,” the second one 
snickered. The tattoo on his forehead crinkled as his lips pulled up into a smirk. 


Robin growled at them, shoulders straightening. 


And that’s when Jason knew he had to step in. 


Damn him for being so soft-hearted towards kids. 


He pushed past Robin, careful not to jostle the injury, and pulled his own lips back. While his body 
may not be something that appeared dangerous, his experience and abilities were. He punched the 
first one in the face, not holding back any force, before drop-kicking the second one where the sun 
didn’t shine. 


He almost finished before Ro—Damian spoke. “Enough.” 


Jason stopped. 


“Let’s get that injury looked at,” he said gruffly. He could tell Damian blinked in the surprise, but 
ignored it, mourning slightly as he tore off a piece of his nice hoodie to make a makeshift bandage. 
Damian would have to wait until he went back to the Batcave if he wanted proper treatment. He 
gestured for him to give his arm, and Damian hesitantly complied. 


“How’d you find me?” he asked after wrapping the cloth. 


“Crime Alley is Hood’s area. It was likely that you’d feel most comfortable here. Narrowing it 
down from there, there are only a few routes you could take to reach the bus stop. I asked Oracle to 
check the cameras, but only two paths had ones which had not been broken. That left this route and 
three others. I was just nearest to this one.” 


Despite his irritation at being found, he was slightly impressed. For some reason, that didn’t irk 
him. 


“I shouldn’t really be surprised,” he sighed. “You obviously went through Batman’s ridiculous 
schedule too.” 


“Ridiculous?” Damian asked, slightly incredulous. “Batman’s training schedule isn’t difficult. It’s 
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much easier than the League’s. 


Jason smiled bitterly. “Figures that a fourteen-hour training schedule wouldn’t be tough for you.” 


Damian stared at him as if he were insane. “Fourteen hours? No, Batman only trains me for two 
hours, and in summer it’s five.” 


“Two? You making fun of me, brat? I wouldn’t believe that number even if it shoved itself up into 
my face,” he scoffed. 


“T believe the differences between our worlds are more tremendous than I originally believed. 
When I arrived at the home, I demanded a vigorous training schedule. Father would not let me no 
matter what I tried. He insisted that rest was a type of training for the body as well.” 


He looked at him dumbly. “My Batman always said that pushing your body past its limits was how 
you trained. Criminals didn’t rest, so neither could you.” 


“That’s inane,” Damian snorted. “Pushing your body will only make you fall down later. The 
higher you are, the harder you’ ll crash.” 


Jason barked a laugh. “Don’t I know it.” 


The kid’s lip quirked up into a small and wry smile. 


They stayed silent for a moment longer before Damian opened his mouth again. “Will you come 
back to the cave?” 


Tensing, Jason shook his head. “Hell no.” 


“I know you and your Bruce may not get along, but I’m sure you didn’t know that Father and Todd 
hadn’t gotten along until fairly recently.” 


“You’re shitting me. Then why was Adu—Hood in the cave too?” 


“We keep contact with one another. If something out of the ordinary happens, we alert the others. 
Father and Nightwing have made sure that I understand how crucial backup is when faced with the 
unknown.” Damian sighed slightly. “As for Father and Hood... well, their reconciliation involved 
many squabbles and resolving misunderstandings before Hood could even look at Father without 
rage. I assure you, you won’t be treated like how you were in your own universe. Our...family 
would take things in their own hands.” 


He assumed Nightwing was Dick Grayson. 


“You said ‘our.’” 


“Because they are yours as well. I am not good with words and emotions,” he said hesitantly, “but 
I will try to help you understand in the way that I do. Family is something that you are comfortable 
with, and if you meet them later in your life, you learn to adapt with them. Family means cuddling 
after patrol. It means having movie nights, arguments, stealing the last cookie, and choosing a 
sibling’s side in a prank war. It means having Father look at you with a smile when he hugs you, 
and your siblings to accept you no matter what you’ ve done in the past. I think we’ ve all learned 
that fairly recently.” The kid was staring at his gloved hands, clenching them then unclenching. 


Jason licked his lips. “How’d you learn that?” 


“Believe it or not, it didn’t start with Nightwing. In fact, it started with Hood.” 


“Other me?” 


“Indeed. We were not the most... loving family. Originally, we were a unit, a group of elite 
fighters ready to defend the city at a moment’s cost. But that’s all we were. Red Robin lived at his 
nest in a high-rise. Hood stayed in the alley. Spoiler was in the Narrows. Nightwing was in 
Bludhaven. Black Bat was in Hong Kong. Signal and I were the only ones with Father. All our 
emotions would hide behind a mask of steel when we talked to one another on patrol or on the 
coms, too filled with grief and history to face each other.” 


“How'd that change?” 


“Hood almost died again,” Damian said softly. “None of us handled it well. And when Hood woke 
up from his coma, the first thing he did was leave the hospital and drag himself to our home half 
delirious. After a few days, the expected fight between Hood and Father occurred, but surprisingly 
Father broke down. There was a whole thing, and everyone had been present. It was not pretty, but 
it eventually led to the agreement of Father going to therapy. After a few months of seeing Father 
do it, we all tried it. I believe that it’s going well so far.” 


Bruce going to... therapy. Holy shit. But... “Why are you telling me this?” 


“I am not saying that you should do that with your Batman and his family. I assume the situation is 
worse, especially if I am the eldest. What I am saying is that you should stay with us, and learn 
how to be a family with us. We are not experts. But we’re trying.” 


“Look,” Jason said in frustration, ruffling his hair aggressively. “I can’t just forgive and forget—” 


“But there’s nothing to forgive or forget,” Damian interrupted. “These aren’t the same people you 
know. The only thing that is remotely similar is early background and appearance, and perhaps 
some shared events. But, other than that, we are not like them. I’m not asking you not to hold a 
grudge. Our family is especially good at that. All I ask is for you to dissociate us from them.” 


Jason bit his lip. He couldn’t just do what Damian the child was asking. There was too much 
history between them but... 


Wasn’t he right? These people weren’t the same as them. A person’s past defines them, both the 
good and the bad. And these bats clearly had a different history between them. 


But could he dissociate them? 


“T can try.” 


Damian grinned before grimacing. "Great, now can we go back to the cave? I prefer not bleeding 
out with a bullet stuck in my shoulder, if you don't mind." 
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“Perhaps you should try therapy as well,” Damian commented as he sat next to Jason in the small 
alleyway. He’d called the other bats, and Jason was expecting Bruce’s beloved car to show up any 
second. 


Jason shuddered next to him. “I’m so not ready for that.” 


Damian tilted his head slightly in a small nod. “Alright.” 


“You're letting it go? Just like that?” 


“Therapy is not something that can be forced,” Damian replied easily, as if he were quoting 
someone else. “I was actually the last of the family to go due to my reluctance. I understand that is 
something you must make of your volition.” 


Jason relaxed slightly, before fiddling with his knife. “Also, why is your costume so bright?” 


“Tt’s not bright?” 


“It’s so bright. And it’s so...” Jason gestured aimlessly, “ red .” 


“And? I fail to see your point.” 


“It’s too bright for Gotham. It’s weird seeing a Gotham vigilante with so much color.” 


Damian smirked faintly. “You should see the Discowing suit.” 


“The what.” 


Damian’s smirk widened, but he didn’t say anymore. 


A few minutes of comfortable silence later, the low hum of an engine echoed in his ears. He pulled 
himself up and helped Damian do the same before turning to look at a vigilante with the standard 
mask getting out of the driver’s seat. His outfit was...interestingly bright for Gotham as well. His 
torso was mainly red, while other parts remained the black he was used to. Red and black wings of 
a predatory bird or something hung down in the shape of a cape. 


“Who the heck are you?” Jason asked flatly. Because he looked like a mini-Drake, but there was 
no way Drake would wear something so colorful. He was all about darkness, shadows, and stealth, 
just like Bruce. 


The vigilante actually stopped to stare. “Um, you met me earlier?” 


“But there’s no way you’re mini-Crow,” Jason said incredulously. “You’re suit’s too bright, and 
there’s no way he would’ ve put wings on it.” 


He smiled blandly. “Good thing I’m not him, then.” He sent a quick look to Damian, who nodded, 
before speaking again. “Would you like to come in the Batmobile or...” 


Jason blinked. And then blinked again. “The Batmobile ?” 


Because what the ever-loving hell was that name? 


Mini-Drake just blinked right back. “Uh, do you guys not have a Batmobile?” 


“We have the car. We didn’t name it the effing Batmobile, though.” 


Mini-Drake snorted softly before opening the car door to get back inside. “Nightwing named 
everything. We have the Batcave, the Batmobile, the Batcomputer, Batarangs, Batpencils, Batpads, 
etcetera, etcetera.” 


“Nightwing isn’t very creative.” 


“My Batman had the Batcave and Batarangs, because the cave actually had bats and the Batarangs 
were a crucial weapon. But why the hell do you guys have so many random things named ‘Bat’?” 
he asked, still not budging from his spot in the alley. 


Turning to the ‘Batmobile’, mini-Drake’s snort was louder this time. “You haven’t seen anything 
yet. Try the Batcereal.” 


“What.” 


He barked a laugh. “Oh yeah. Dick’s obsessed with cereal. His blood’s practically sugar and milk 
by now. So, when he saw there were no Batcereals, he formed a whole campaign, and eventually, I 
convinced Bruce to let his company make and sell it, which in turn got him quite a few million. 
You wouldn’t even believe how many people wanted it. Really, he should be thanking me instead 
of saying me and Dick were going to give him an aneurysm,” he huffed indignantly. 


Jason stared in slight amazement. This Drake was so much more open and cheerful than the one he 
was used to. 


But he still wanted to ask one thing. 


“What cell is Batman putting me in when I go back?” 


Mini-Drake’s brow furrowed. “He’s not putting you in a cell, dude.” 


“I stabbed his kid,” Jason said in disbelief, crossing his arms. “No way he doesn’t hate me.” 


“He views you as his own. Believe me when I said our Red Hood had the same doubts. They were 
unfounded, however.” 


“What the Demon Baby says.” 


“What, you’re Red Hood try to kill you too?” he scoffed. It was unlikely considering that adult Jay 
was still allowed in the cave. 


But mini-Drake nodded. “He slit my throat the first time I met him.” 


“He’s shot me in the chest before.” 


What the shit? “And you’re just okay with being near him?” 


“Tt took a while,” mini-Drake admitted softly. God, he wanted to pour salt into the vulnerability 
that was shown before him. He was so used to doing it for Drake and Damian. Any weakness they 
showed would be exploited since they wouldn’t hesitate to throw him into a fire, both literally and 
metaphorically. Did that make him a bad person? “But we’re fine now.” 


“I attempted to cut Red Robin’s line,” a look of regret passed over his face. “I was under the 
delusion that I had to kill him to prove my worth. I assure you, our family isn’t without a few 
murder attempts. That is why we won’t hold it against you. It would be hypocritical.” 


Sucking in a breath, he slid inside the Batmobile, and before he could think twice, Damian got in 
next to him and closed the door. 


He tried to calm his anxious nerves. 


He’d have to just trust them. 


And wasn’t that a first? 


Jason stayed silent throughout the drive. Some places were unfamiliar while others were exactly 
the same as his own world. When they passed Wayne Tower, he expected to see the ‘Damian 
Wayne Donation Center’ sign on a building nearby, but caught himself as they drove by where it 
should’ ve been. 


This would take some getting used to. 


When they finally reached the cave again, Jason shrunk in his seat, before hardening himself and 
sitting straight. Damian noticed and raised an eyebrow at him. 


“Calm down.” 


He wanted to snap at him, but he refrained from doing so. What was he doing? He shouldn’t be 
here. It wasn’t safe, and alternate Bruce would definitely try to throw him in a cell. 


Jason didn’t realize his fingers were digging into his palm before Damian smacked his hand with 
more than a little force. Hiding a yelp, he glared at the younger boy. 


All he received was a small smirk. 


“Little shit,” he muttered. 


The Batmobile came to a stop, and Red Robin stepped out. Gathering his nerves, Jason did the 
same, forcing his eyes to remain straight up and glaring at them all. 


“He’s still so freaking cute,” Gray—Dick muttered, loud enough that they could all hear him. 
“Why aren’t you this cute, Little Wing?” 


“Because I’m twenty and had a proper diet in my teen years,” adult Jay answered dryly. “I was 
pretty damn cute when I was a kid, though. Bruce has the pictures to prove it.” 


Bruce grunted in affirmation. 


Dick squealed. 


“Not that he’ll ever show them to you,” adult Jay continued. 


He smiled serenely. “That’s cute that you think I won’t see them.” 


Damian spoke up before Jason could even open his mouth. “We were wrong in our belief that the 
other Batman picked up baby Todd as a son. He told me that he trained for fourteen hours a day.” 


Bruce’s eyebrows creeped up. “Fourteen hours?” 


“Less than mine,” Cassandra said, her mouth twisting. “But still no good.” 


“Dude, that’s way too much,” mini-Drake inputted. “That’s not very healthy either.” 


“Damn.” 


“Then how’d you go to school?” Dick asked, furrowing his brow. 


Jason shifted uncomfortably. “I only went for a year. After that, Drake quit being Shadow, and 
Bruce tripled my training time. There wasn’t time for school, so I was home-schooled instead.” 


“Your Bruce is a bitch,” adult Jay commented, crossing his arms. “When I first came, I remember 
Bruce fussing over me and actually being a father. After a misunderstanding, he made it very clear 
that I wasn’t there to be Robin. I was there as his kid.” 


Jason couldn’t hide the jealousy in his eyes, and he was sure that they all noticed. Damn bats. “My 
Bruce made it very clear that I was to be Shadow.” 


Mini-Stephanie sucked in a small breath. “That’s messed up.” 


“Don’t I know it,” he smiled bitterly. 


Bruce stepped towards him, and it took all his willpower to not step back. “Jason. If you choose to 
stay here, I won’t expect you to be a vigilante. Under my roof, you can be whatever you want. It’s 
your decision, and I won’t force you into anything.” 


“Then why are they,” he gestured angrily at all of them, sans Bruce, “vigilantes?” 


“Believe me, if it were up to me, they wouldn’t be. I don’t like them getting hurt.” Bruce sighed. 
“But that isn’t my choice. If any of them were to choose to give up vigilantism, I’d be overjoyed. 
But that’s not my call to make. It’s theirs.” 


Jason glared in disbelief. “What’s the catch?” 


“There’s no catch.” 


He snorted. “There’s always a catch. So, what do you want? Obedience? Silence? Perfection?” 


“If you won’t accept it without a catch, Pll give you a catch—” He knew it. “—have fun and enjoy 
yourself.” 


What? 


Green curled around the edges of his vision before he shoved it away. “Don’t you dare lie to me! 
Nothing’s for free!” 


“But I just said my catch,” Bruce pointed out. 


And damn it, he had. 


“But how am I supposed to do that?!” he blurted, before clapping his hands on his mouth in 
mortification. 


Bruce just slowly blinked. “...do what?” 


He almost didn’t answer, but his mouth opened before he could think of another response.“How... 
How do I have fun?” 


He ignored the glances he received. 


Dick let out a strangled breath 


A depressed look crossed the older man’s face before he straightened it. “Are you asking me how 
to have fun?” 


Jason crossed his arms defensively, scowling. “No. I’m asking how you want me to do it.” 


And if he was asking how to have fun in general, because he wasn’t sure how between working his 
ass off to pay rent, taking care of his mom, living on the streets, training till he couldn’t see 
straight, being a vigilante, dying, training some more with a group of assassins, and coming back 
for vengeance while being the only one who mourned him, and watching his back constantly, no 
one had to know. 


“Do whatever you enjoy, Jace.” 


He grimaced at the name. “Like reading?” 


“Obviously,” adult Jay snorted. “We have a whole damn library which we’ ve expanded because I 
read everything before we did.” 


Jason raised an eyebrow. The library had always been the ethereal place that'd he hadn't been 
allowed to even looking, so touching was out of the question. “You’re allowed in there?” 


“You weren't?” 


“Bruce said no distractions. I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere or do anything which wasn’t 
beneficial towards training.” 


“That’s messed up,” mini-Drake stated bluntly. 


“Your Bruce Wayne is somehow worse than I thought. Father would never do that to us.” 


“Yeah, because you’re his blood-son, and Drake is his golden son,” Jason smiled bitterly. 


Tim squawked. “I’m the golden son?! That’s Dick’s job! I’m the son who survives off of coffee, 
depression, and work!” 


“Timberlina’s his golden son? What was your old man thinking?” 


“Who knows what Bruce Wayne thinks? All I know is that the mission is his entire life. He’ ll do 
the Brucie Wayne shtick, but nothing else really matters.” 


“Alfred?” Cass furrowed her brow in a silent question. 


Jason let out a small, acidic laugh. “Like Alfred could stop him.” 


"Jace," Bruce said, looking taken aback, "Alfred's always been able to stop me. Without him, I 
wouldn't even be here today with my kids." 


He couldn't stop the full blow, hysterical laugh that burst from him. "Alfred could never stop 
Bruce. Last I heard, he was one foot away from leaving the Wayne Manor." 
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They all stared at him, stunned speechless. 


He raised an eyebrow at them. “Yours actually can?” 


“Stop him?!” Mini-Drake spluttered, arms flailing randomly and accidentally smacking his sibling’ 
faces. “Our Alfred is the big boss. His word is law. No one in this house would ever go against 
him!” 


Jason hummed thoughtfully. “It’s never been like that where I’m from. Bruce’s word is law, and as 
much as Alfred protests, there’s nothing he can really do about it. I’m not too sure what’s going on 
in the Manor now, though. I haven’t been there since I died. But it’s probably the same as it’s 
always been.” 


“How are you so unconcerned?” Mini-Stephanie asked in disbelief. “This is a crisis!” 


He shrugged. “It’s always been like this. Desensitization works wonders on numbing emotional 
crises.” 


Bruce just stared at him sadly, like someone kicked his puppy. 


Dick looked pained as he gave a strained smile. “Can I hug you?” 


Jason returned his pleading face with an impassive one of his own. “No.” 


Dick pouted childishly, but the stress in his eyes was obvious. So, Jason did what no Jason had 
done before. He stepped up and patted the older man’s shoulder sympathetically. 


He ignored the shocked looks he received as he retrieved his hand. 


“Look, obviously this is a huge deal for you guys. I can’t say that I get it, and I can’t say why you 
guys even care so much. So, I'll give you all a minute to compose yourselves. Chop chop.” 


Adult-Jay snorted at his attitude. Jason was pretty sure he was amused. 


The minute he gave them was filled with silence and frantic gesturing, which was a mix of ASL, 
JSL, LSF, LSE, and a few other signs that he didn’t recognize. Those were probably bat-standard 
signs among these bats. 


He decoded most of what they were saying, just in case they were trying to go behind his back, but 
all they did was talk about Alfred. Weirdos. 


Jason gave a light cough to signal that their one minute was over. They instantly stopped and 
focused back on him. “Alright, so since Pll probably be staying here since you want to keep an eye 
on me, I’m going to say what I want. First, I want to go to school.” 


“Done,” Bruce responded instantly. 


Jason blinked. “I thought you’d put up more of a fight.” 


“Why? I’m glad you want to go.” 


Jason stared for a few seconds longer before accepting his response. “...Alright. Next, I still want to 
be a vigilante, but don’t expect me out every night.” 


“You do not need to be a vigilante if you don’t want to,” Damian said firmly. 


‘T m tired of being a vigilante, don’t get me wrong. But I still... I still want to help people.” 


Adult-Jay threw him an empathetic look. 


“Fair enough,” mini-Drake shrugged. “But you’re going to need a new suit and a new moniker. We 
can’t have two Red Hoods running around. It'll be too confusing for us and the people of Gotham.” 


Jason snorted lightly. “Can I be Zapdos?” 


Bruce tilted his head in confusion. 


Mini-Drake glared. “You can’t be a Pokemon.” 


He raised his eyebrow incredulously. “This coming from you? You stole your name from a 
restaurant.” 


Cassandra hid a smile. 


Mini-Drake huffed. “I didn’t mean to!” 


“Alright, break it up,” Dick said, placing a hand on each of their chests. “And you could be 
Flamebird!” 


“Flamebird,” Jason deadpanned. “What kind of name is that?” 


He beamed. “It’s actually from a Kyrptonian legend. It’s where I got my name from!” 


“Nightwing, right?” 


“Yup.” 


Mini-Stephanie rolled her eyes as she leaned back in her seat. “That’s a terrible idea, Wing. 
Flamebird is supposed to be Nightwing’s lover. Do you really want Jace to be known for that?” 


Jason scowled. 


Dick winced. “Oh, right. I forgot about that.” 


MEZ 


“What about Cardinal?” adult-Jay suggested. 


Jason wrinkled his nose. “T l think about it, but let’s just get back to what we were talking about.” 


Bruce nodded. “Right. So, you’ ll be staying in the manor. Not because I want to keep an eye on 
you, but because you need people around you. We’ll go shopping for whatever you want 
tomorrow, and next week, you’ll be enrolled in Gotham Academy.” 


“Any rules I need to know about?” 


“We have a rulebook that everyone has to follow,” mini-Stephanie smirked mischievously. “It isn’t 
anything bad, but I’m looking forward to seeing your reaction.” 


Everyone except Jason, who was extremely confused, shared amused looks. “Okay? Also, is the 
universe even stable with me here? Like I really don’t want to be the cause of the entire universe 
collapsing on itself.” 


Mini-Drake nodded. “We did some checks when you first appeared. Everything looks normal, and 
usually rifts are caused due to time travel, not dimension travel. So, we should be fine. Babs can 
keep monitoring it, but I doubt anything will change anytime soon.” 


Jason blinked. “Who the hell is ‘Babs’ ?” 


A feminine voice came from the Batcomputer, and he swiveled his head to stare. “That d be me. 
I’m Oracle, or Barbara Gordon. Nice to meet you, Jace.” 


“Nice to meet you too,” Jason replied faintly. They definitely didn't have this back in his 
dimension. 


Dick smacked his forehead. “Right, you don’t know Oracle. Babs would probably be like thirteen 
if I’m twelve in your universe. And there’s no way she knows B.” 


“Also, your universe is giving me a crisis,” mini-Drake commented, taking a sip from the mug 
next to him. “Like, correct me if I’m wrong, but we more or less look the same as our counterparts, 
right?” 


Jason nodded. 


“Right, see, how the hell does that work? Like how the frick do we have the same genes if we were 
born at different times?! That should be genetically impossible because of how ridiculously slim 
the chances are, especially with how it seems to apply to all of us,” mini-Drake muttered. “And 
also, doesn’t this make us twinsies?”’ 


“What?” 


“Tim. Go sleep.” 


“I agree with Cass. Timbers spouting out whatever comes to mind usually happens after the forty 
hour mark,” adult-Jay said boredly, as if mini-Drake spewing theories was normal. Considering 
how weird these people were, it didn’t feel too far off. 


A scowl formed on mini-Drake’s face. “Screw you, it’s been thirty-six hours since I’ve slept. P’ m 
still good for another twenty.” 


Jason gave him an incredulous glance. “Mini-Drake, how are you not dead yet?” 


“That’s the question we constantly ask, Baby Todd,” Damian replied sagely. 


“Don’t call me mini-Drake. Just call me Tim. Same goes for everyone else. It’s better for you to 
disassociate them from us anyways.” 


Jason gave an unconvincing hum, but didn’t say anything else as he tapped a rhythm on the side of 
his thigh. 


“Can we have the knife back now? Me, Bruce and Cass need to get going to Gotham Gen to check 
up on Duke, and we’d rather not have a weapon on you,” adult-Jay said, reaching a hand out. Jason 
couldn’t help the mental surprise when he saw how much larger his hands were compared to his 
own. It was so strange seeing how big this Jason was. It made him feel small and vulnerable, a 
feeling he didn’t particularly like. Adult-Jay’s question also brought up the guilt he’d buried. 
Discomfort clung to his skin as he silently reached into his pocket and pulled out the knife and 
handed it over. 


“Can I go to the bathroom?” he asked, fingers raking across the dried blood on his forearm. He 
winced at the remembrance that it was the blood of someone who didn’t deserve to be hurt. 


Bruce nodded. “Of course.” 


Muscle memory led him to the cave's bathroom. He twisted the faucet knob and stared at the 
running water for a moment before shaking his head and placing his forearm underneath it, 
scrubbing his arm so hard that he thought that it might start bleeding. He took off the blood stained 
hoodie and tossed it into the bloody clothes baskets without looking. 


Something began to sting in his chest, and he grasped it, attempting to relieve the pain. The 
nauseating feeling from before returned and began spiking outwards like a thorny plant inside his 
ribs. The feeling wasn’t dissimilar to the sensation of his lungs being jabbed and the soft fleshy 
parts of the inside of his chest torn. 


He dry-heaved as he felt the pain being accompanied by another wave of nausea. Jason dropped to 
the ground, his palm meeting the cold tile with a loud smack while his other hand remained on his 
chest. He curled into himself as the sensations became more concentrated and began expanding. 


The only thing he could do was grit his teeth and wait it out. 


By the end of it, his limbs were completely limp, and his eyes hazy. His entire body was 
hypersensitive, and the edges of his vision were green, but he felt none of the rage. He assumed it 
was because he was pretty sure the pit was too focused on keeping him alive rather than making 
him succumb to its wrath. 


It took another few minutes for the pit to completely fight against it, but after it had, it receded, 
possibly to rest after defeating... wait what was it defeating? 


It obviously had something to do with the golden orb that the girl had placed in his chest. Either 
she had performed whatever she was doing wrong, or it was actually meant to kill him. But would 
it spread like an infection? Or would it be like cancer and slowly kill him instead? 


Whatever it would do, the outcome wouldn’t end up well for him. He stared at the flesh clot of 
blood he had hacked out unknowingly and shivered when he noticed that it was tinged with the 
Lazarus Pit’s light green. 


It was also killing the pit. 


He took a closer look and noticed the black that was also embedded into the blood clot, weaved 
into it like fiber in a basket. 


His gut churned. 


That clearly wasn’t good. 


Could it be that the small golden sphere thing was still inside him somehow? Had it shrunken, but 
in that process become even more dangerous? The black bits were clearly its remnants, but why 
was it visible to him? 


What the hell was even happening to him? 


Jason quickly washed it off, not sure what its effects would be on him if it remained on his skin 
any longer. He knew the smart thing to do was go examine it and run tests on himself, but at this 
point, he could really care less. He’d been empty and alone for too long to actually care. It didn’t 
matter if he died again. No one had mourned him before, and clearly no one would mourn him the 
second time. Coming here had interrupted his lifestyle before it killed him, but he doubted that he 
really had much longer. 


Maybe he could enjoy a handful of nice moments, just to actually experience real warmth for the 
first time in so long. 


He might be a fighter, but what was he supposed to do with the whole damn universe was against 


him? 


He had nothing. He had no one. 


No one but himself. 


He gave a small snort and placed a hand against his face as he looked down to his bare feet, letting 
the cold anchor him. 


And who ever wanted the pathetic fool named Jason Todd? 
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Jason finally stepped out of the bathroom five minutes later, having scrubbed his arms and face 
down, yet still not feeling completely clean. 


The bats were still in the cave, sans adult-Jay, Bruce, and Cassandra. Mini-Drake—Tim, was 
slurping down steaming coffee at an obscene rate while Stephanie and Damian were absorbed in 
some conversation about batarangs. Dick was watching them with amusement. He felt awkward as 
their gazes narrowed in on him. 


“Can I have a shirt or something? The hoodie I was wearing has blood on it.” 


“Sure!” Dick beamed at him enthusiastically, beckoning him to follow up the stairs. 


Jason took that opportunity to actually look at the cave and see how much it actually contrasted 
with the one from his home world. “What’s up with the huge-ass dinosaur, penny, and the Joker 
card?” 


“Those are some trophies that Bruce collects. He has a ton of other stuff too, but those are the most 
obvious.” 


“Your Bruce is weird.” 


“He definitely is. Don’t let anyone know, though. Can’t have it getting out that Bruce is a man- 
child who likes to collect things.” Dick tossed a wink at him. 


Jason was quiet as he mulled that over. 


He let Dick blabber something about Disney movies while they made it up all the way to his room. 
He had to blink a few times when Dick opened the door and strolled in. 


It was so blue and so painfully bright. 


There were pictures framed everywhere, and the walls had shades that ranged all the way from 
baby blue to royal blue. It should’ ve clashed with so many hues, but with the abstract way they 
were painted, it made the room homely rather than a sheer mess. 


His own room was never like this, despite how much he wished it was back when he still lived in 
the Manor. The walls were a boring beige, and everything was perfect and tidy, as expected from a 
room in a billionaire’s home. There were no personal touches other than the battered copy of Pride 
and Prejudice that lay on his desk that he had from his days before he lived on the street. His heart 
twinged from the despairing memory of realizing he would never cradle it in his arms again, and 
he had no doubt that Bruce had probably already gotten rid of it. 


After a few moments of Dick digging in his closet, he finally let out a loud “Ah hah!” and pulled 
out a light blue sweater and a pair of old but clearly well loved pajama pants. “These should fit 
you. Also, why are you standing at the door? Come in!” 


Jason awkwardly did that with shuffled steps. 


He opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t get the chance as Dick deposited the clothes 
in his arms, and went straight back to searching his closet. 


“I have a few more things in here that’ ll fit you! I know we probably could’ve taken stuff from 
Timmy’s closet, but this is the first time I can actually give a Jason hand-me-downs.” 


“You never gave them to adu— I mean Jason?” 


Dick turned his head back to look at him, sadness pooled into his eyes. “We got off to a rocky start. 
It was both Bruce’s and my fault. Because of that, we only just started getting along until the... 
encounter with Joker.” 


“Huh. I never would’ ve guessed.” He wasn’t even being sarcastic. They all got along so well that 
even hearing that they had had family problems from both Damian’s and Dick’s mouths were hard 
to believe. 


“Tm glad that we even had the chance to reconcile.” 


Jason cleared his throat to wipe away the beginnings of the emotions that he was feeling.“I’m 
happy for you guys.” 


Dick’s smile returned with full force. “Well, now you can also experience a good family. Families 
aren’t the bullshit you dealt with. It’s what we’re starting to have.” 


He gave a hard, jerky nod, looking away. He didn’t want to see the earnesty in those blue eyes. 
They were so warm, and Jason couldn’t actually believe something like that was actually being 
directed towards him. He had to be reading it wrong. 


He glanced back at Dick. 


The softness was still there. 


He looked away again, disbelief clouding his head. 


Jason tugged on the sweater quickly, if only to escape from his own mind for a second. After he 
was done, he saw Dick had turned back to his closet. “Since you guys are so adamant about me not 
staying in one of the cells in the cave, where should I stay?” 


“We have plenty of rooms open. Do you want a room next to Jaybird?” 


Angry green flared up in his memories as he successfully hid his shudder. He feared for his safety 
next to a bigger and undoubtedly stronger version of himself. “No thanks.” 


“Well, you could be next to Damian. The room to his right is open.” 


“TI take that option over the other one.” 


Dick nodded, and picked up the new pile of clothes next to him. “You can keep these. I’ve already 
grown out of them, but they should fit you easily.” 


“T-Thanks.” 


Dick didn’t acknowledge his shaky thanks, and instead let out a hum as he walked out the room and 
down the hall to another room which he assumed was now his. This room looked exactly like his 
old room had. He clenched his jaw to keep the whimpers from escaping his throat to the point 
where he could feel his teeth creak. 


“It’s almost dinner, so after you finish settling some of these clothes, come downstairs to the dining 
room.” With that, Dick gave a two-fingered salute and gently closed the door. 


Jason took a few deep breaths and tried to relax his shoulders from their tense positions. It didn’t 
really work, but it was slightly better than before. He busied himself with folding his new clothes 
and placing them neatly in the dresser. Sitting lightly on the edge of the bed, he put his head in his 
hands. He had received so much kindness in the past few hours than he had nearly his entire life. 
He didn’t even know where to begin to even address this. He was mentally exhausted, and none of 
this felt real. Logically, he knew it was, the softness of the sweater he was wearing proved that, but 
he still couldn’t allow himself to accept it. 


He headed down the stairs ten minutes later, which was not nearly enough time to compose himself 
properly, but his composure was good enough for them to not question him. 


Everyone was sitting there, including Duke, who was chatting with Tim about something. He 
stopped when he saw Jason. He flinched back from his gaze, but held his shoulders strong. He 
couldn’t afford to show any weakness. 


Weakness was not an option. 


He didn’t dare look at the other boy again. Jason’s eyes were straight ahead, staring at either the 
food laid out or the wall. He sat on the furthest chair from Duke, which happened to be a corner 
seat. 


He kept his mouth shut as the family began growing louder and more rowdier with one another. 
His stomach churned, and his mouth felt dry. His emotions were whirling around like a hurricane. 
Everything felt wrong. 


He was Red Hood. 


What the hell was he doing trying to play family? 


But what else could he even do? 


His entire empire was gone in this world, and unless he found a way home within a month it would 
collapse. 


From the whole episode in the bathroom, he knew that while something was killing the pit off, it 
would also end up killing him. Roman had clearly meant to kill him, but it might’ ve had a reaction 
to the pit inside him and ended up dumping him in another dimension. Maybe it was just clearing 
the Lazarus pit, but he doubted it would stop at just that. 


He knew no one would mourn him when he died, but what about all the people that depended on 
him? 


The kids he visited every Tuesday, the girls he helped, the despairing families that lived in the 
alley? How could he just abandon them to play family with some bats who didn’t even know him? 


But what else could he do? 


How could he even go back? 


He didn’t even know who the girl was that sent him here, or how she even did it. All he knew was 
that the golden orb was still inside of him, and that there was nothing he could do to get it out 
unless someone cut it out. 


But if they cut it out, what would happen then? 


Would he just return to his old world? Or would he die? 


Why couldn’t he bring himself to care? 


His entire body felt limp. While the guilt was seeping through him, he couldn’t help but feel 
relieved that the tension wasn’t on him anymore. 


Was it wrong of him? Feeling the relief coursing through his veins. Why wasn’t he upset? 


How could he even think like this? 


Feeling sick, he pushed the plate full of food that he was staring at, and slipped away from the 
table. He was sure they noticed, but he couldn’t stomach this anymore. 


He wanted to throw up. 


He had to pull himself together. 


He refused to think of it as fleeing as he headed back to the room Dick had shown him earlier. 


Jason wasn’t sure if anyone would follow him, so he locked the door as he collapsed on the floor in 
a criss-cross position. 


The rug was soft and it made his skin crawl. Everything he was used to was rough and harsh. All 
these comforts were rubbing him the wrong way, and he hated it. He didn’t deserve this, and he 
couldn’t pretend like it did either. 


He stepped off the rug and made his way into the bathroom where he curled up in the bathroom 
Jacuzzi. It wasn’t small, but sitting in it was more comfortable for him than being in the room. 


He just had to pull himself together now. 


At some point, he had fallen asleep which he knew only when he awoke to a shuffling sound. Jason 
tensed, preparing for an attack, and was perplexed when nothing came. He snapped his eyes to the 


entrance of the bathroom, his stance relaxing as he blinked at the awkward looking Damian 
standing there. 


“What time is it?” 


“Three in the morning.” 


“What are you doing here at three in the morning?” He didn’t bother to ask how he’d unlocked the 
door. The other was a bat. Of course he could unlock a closed door. 


“Well, the others are out on patrol,” Damian said. “So, you are coming to me.” 


He gave him a suspicious look. “Why? So you can kill me?” 


“Tt. Don’t be stupid, Baby Todd. I don’t kill anymore. Now, you will either willingly come with 
me or I will knock you out and drag you with me.” 


“What makes you think you can?” 


Damian raised his eyebrow and unsheathed a knife from seemingly nowhere. 


Damian had a weapon and he didn’t. Understood. 


He raised his hands cautiously and stood up, following Damian out of his room and down the stairs 
of the Manor. All the lights were shut off, and the darkness made this entire situation more eerie 
than he would’ ve liked. 


“So, where are we going?” 


“You'll see,” Damian said cryptically. 


Jason really hoped he wasn’t taking him somewhere to torture him. For some reason, his gut 


wasn’t on guard, but he could never be sure. 


The rest of the walk was silent as they made their way all the way down to the garage. The sight of 
dozens of cars was not new, but the sense of amazement was still there as he stared at all the 
expensive cars lined up. He had never gotten rid of it even as a child, so it had remained even at his 
current age. 


Damian pulled out the key for a Tesla as he walked towards it. Unlocking it, he nodded his head at 
the passenger seat to indicate to Jason that he should sit there. 


Jason stared at him, taken aback. “Why are you driving?” 


“Because I know where we are going. You don’t, and I don’t doubt that there are differences in this 
Gotham in comparison to yours.” 


“Okay, but what if the cops see you?” 


“As if they would pull me over. And besides, it’s three a.m. I doubt they care much.” 


Jason was still bewildered, but still slid into the passenger seat. Damian pulled out and began 
driving out of the garage. 


Hopefully this wouldn’t end up with Jason getting injured. 


Chapter End Notes 


Sooooo, I'm back! I don't know how often I'll update, but I've gotten motivation back 
for this story somehow. So yeah, it's not abandoned! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


